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CHAPTER  V. 

joan's    geove. 

J.  R.  Shaw,  M.A.,  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Long  ^Ye^e 
standing  after  dinner  on  the  lawn  near  the  house, 
and  on  that  side  of  it  which  commanded  the  west- 
ward outlook.  Below  them  lay  the  valley,  with 
its  river  hidden  by  darkening  woods,  its  grass- 
fields  growing  gray  and  yellow  corn  growing 
white  as  the  daylight  dwindled,  and  the  dark 
edge  of  the  world  rolled  up  and  hid  the  last 
long   flattened   arc   of    dull   fire  which   had   been 
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the  noonday  blaze  no  eye  could  bear  a  few  short 
hours  ago. 

*  Seems  a  fan*  evening,'  observed  Shaw. 

*I  thought  they  said  you  were  very  clever?' 
replied  Bessie  Long,  looking  to  her  front 
in  an  apparently  abstracted  way,  and  rolling 
a  leaf  of  a  lemon  verbena  about  with  her 
fingers. 

*I  don't  know  who  spreads  these  libels  about; 
but  why  ?' 

*  Well,  I  didn't  expect  you  to  tell  me  what  the 
weather  was  like.' 

*  A  man  must  be  allowed  a  mild  platitude  occa- 
sionally. It's  dreadful  to  be  expected  to  be  con- 
tinuously intellectual,  or  deliberately  funny,  and 
it's  sure  to  lead  to  disappointment.  That's  the 
worst  of  being  with  somebody  else.  Now,  if  I  had 
been  alone,  I  should  never  have  thought  of  observ- 
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ing  that  it  was  a  lovely  clay,  or  other  hopeless  pro- 
clamations of  the  obvious.' 

*  Thank  you.' 

And  she  moved  away.  Shaw,  following  immedi- 
ately after,  said : 

*  There,  now  you're  vexed,  as  the  lady  in 
Marry  at 's  story  used  to  say.' 

Bessie  stopped  for  him  to  come  up,  and 
said : 

*  Well,  it's  only  fair.  I  began  by  being  rude  to 
you.' 

'  You  did,  and  I  hope  you  will  go  on  when  the 
fancy  seizes  you.  You  will  probably  gather  in 
time  that  I  myself  am  constructed  in  that  style. 
In  any  case,  I  had  much  rather  you  said  what  you 
really  thought  than  made  up  nice  civil  proper 
replies.  You've  raised  yourself  several  places 
already  above  the  kind  of  young  lady  who  would 
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reply  to  my  very  stupid  observation,  ''  Oh,  lovely, 
isn't  it?"  and  then  gush  about  pictures.' 

*I  don't  see  many  pictures.' 

'  But  you  see  the  original  beauty  of  the  earth 
and  sky  and  sea,  which  is  worth  a  wilderness  of 
pictures.  And  you  don't  want  to  talk  Grosvenor 
Gallery  or  realism  about  it,  which  is  a  jubilee.' 

'  Did  you  think  I  would  ?' 

'  I  was  prepared,  if  need  were,  to  call  things  dis- 
tinctly convincing  and  quite  charming  and  very 
sweet,  or  merely  pretty  and  too  tuney.  But  I 
didn't  really  expect  it.  Personally,  I  like  things 
to  be  merely  pretty,  and  think  they  can't  be  tuney 
enough.  My  friend  Long,  your  brother,  has  softly 
and  suddenly  vanished  away,  I  observe.' 

'  So  he  has.  He's  taken  to  mooning  around  by 
himself  lately.' 

'  Oh  ?" 
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'  It's  curious,  isn't  it  ?' 

'  Have  you  any  idea  why  ?' 

'  It  frequently  happens  in  tropical  climes,  when 
a  vessel  gets,  so  to  speak,  ''  snarkecl."  At  least,  I 
should  imagine  so.' 

'  Quite  so.  But  does  it  occur  to  you  at  all  what 
the  vessel's  got  snarked  on  '?' 

'  I  think  he  has  steered  to  starboard  when  he 
ought  to  keep  his  head  larboard ' 

'  And  so  done  something  rather  like  running  on 
a  rock  ?' 

'Exactly.  You  seem  to  know  something  about 
it,  too.' 

'  I  know  that  rock.     It's  a  mud-bank.' 

'  Here,  I  don't  like  this  allegory — it's  getting 
involved.' 

'  Very  well.     Let's  play  at  something  else.' 

After  a  pause,  she  said  : 
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'  I  want  to  ask  you  something.' 

*  Ask  away.     Ask  two.     I  know  a  good  many.' 

'  I  dare  say  you'll  think  it's  no  business  of 
mine.' 

'  If  I  think  that  I'll  manage  to  indicate  it. 
Well?' 

'  Do  you  know  the  Yanes  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  do.  I  made  a  sort  of  scratch  acquaint- 
ance with  them  in  Paris,  where  I  happened  to  go 
and  stay  at  the  same  hotel.' 

'  AYhat  do  you  think  of  them  ?' 

'Well,  do  you  know  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you 
about  that.  What  strikes  me  is — I  say,  couldn't 
we  sit  down  ?  There's  that  delightful  old  tree  with 
the  seat  round  it  very  close.' 

'  You  are  a  lazy  thing  !' 

'  I  know.  I've  admitted  that  already.  I  say,  it 
won't  give  you  cold  or  anything,  will  it '?' 
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*  Not  on  an  evening  like  this,'  replied  Bessie, 
sitting  down  as  requested. 

*  Well,  what  I  was  going  to  say  is  this.  It  seems 
to  me  there  is  something  funny  about  these  people. 
In  the  first  place,  nobody  knows  an3rthing  about 
them.  That's  no  harm,  taken  by  itself.  But  they 
are  received  here  by  your  father,  for  example,  and 
other  gentry,  probably,  who  follow  his  lead,  partly 
as  neighbours  perhaps,  but  largely  as  strong  Con- 
servatives and  Primrose  Leaguers,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing.  That's  so,  I  gather  from  conversation 
on  local  politics  at  dinner.' 

*Yes.     That's  quite  true.' 

*  Well,  now,  they  are  Irish — at  least,  he  is.  No 
harm  in  that,  either,  taken  by  itself.  I'm  an  Irish- 
man myself,  but  of  the  Ulster  (or  Ultra)  Loyalist 
persuasion,  and  it  takes  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief, 
don't  you  know.     And  I  happen  to  know  that  Vane 
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in  Paris  was  very  different  from  what  Vane  here 
seems  to  be.  He  consorted  with  all  kinds  of  exiled 
ruffians,  the  sort  of  people  who  use  the  Irish - 
American  bar,  and  others,  and  his  and  their 
opinions  were  a  more  or  less  bloodthirsty  mixture 
of  Fenianism  and  whisky.  By  the  way,  I  think, 
for  the  present,  at  any  rate,  we  would  do  well  not 
to  mention  these  odd  little  facts — see  ?' 

'Yes.     I  shan't  say  anything.' 

'  I  didn't  think  you  would.  I  tell  you  these 
things  just  as  I  would  to  a  man  whom  I  trusted.' 

'  Thank  you.' 

'  And  I  think  your  brother  is  at  present  a  trifle 
inclined  to  be  biased  on  the  question — it  nearly 
approaches  the  snag  he  is  snarked  on.  I  gave  him 
a  gentle  hint  about  that  this  afternoon  which  made 
him  rather  sad.  I  fancy  he  is  gone  to  work  it  out 
to  several  places   of  decimals  now.     The  female 
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Yane — or  Vain  female — is  a  very  trumpery  Jittle 
exotic ;  but  H.  Long  is  of  an  age  when  a  new  im- 
pression easily  effaces  the  last  one.  I  think  it  will 
all  fizzle  out.' 

'  It's  very,  very  silly,  to  say  the  least  of  it.' 
'  Ay,  and  the  most  of  it's  not  more.  Then 
there's  another  point.  This  afternoon,  down  on 
the  shore,  or  rather  on  the  sea,  I  learnt  that  the 
yacht — Vane's  yacht — had  come  over,  apparently 
from  France,  with  one  or  two  passengers,  guests  of 
Vane,  Now  I  know  the  sort  of  Johnnies  that 
would  come  from  France  and  be  friends  of  Vane, 
and  they  are  what  in  American  would  be  called  a 
pretty  tough  crowd.  Furthermore,  there  came  in 
my  train  to-day  another  guest  for  Mr.  Vane — a 
kind  of  shady  Odysseus  of  Scotch  extraction,  of  a 
warlike  persuasion,  a  singularly  incongruous  person 
for  a  pretty,  lazy  little  watering-place  where  people 
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bathe,  and  paddle,  and  catch  lobsters.  And  I  want 
to  know  what  they're  playmg  at,  and  what  it's  all 
about.' 

'  It  does  seem  a  little  odd,  now  you  mention  all 
those  things.' 

'  A  little  plotsome — eh  ?  And  getsome.  Excuse 
a  momentary  lapse  into  imbecility.  It's  the 
heat.' 

'  Is  it  over  now  ?' 

'  Yes.  My  reason  has  become  rigid  again  for  the 
present.  You  see,  if  the  coming  elections  go  in 
favour  of  the  Union,  there  is  no  knowing  what 
won't  happen  next.  Still  more,  if  they  don't. 
You've  no  idea  here  in  the  quiet  English  country 
what  strong  hatreds,  what  wide-spread,  far-reach- 
ing organizations,  and  what  desperate  persons,  you 
have  working  against  you.  You're  like  people 
reposing  in   proud  security  in  a  strong   fortress ; 
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but  if  your  sentries  in  the  silent  night-watches 
despise  or  neglect  the  faint  tapping  of  a  pickaxe 
far  below,  and  put  it  down  to  crickets  or  wood- 
peckers or  something,  there  will  be  a  big  bang  some 
day,  and  your  fortress  will  have  a  breach  in  it 
which  will  take  some  trouble  to  defend,  and  more 
to  repair.     Catch  on  ?' 

*  This  is  interesting.     Go  on.     I  catch  on.' 

'  Do  you  know  that  the  crew  of  the  yacht  are  all 
Irish  ?' 

'  No.     I  don't  know  much  about  the  yacht.' 

*  Do  you  know  at  all  what  servants  they  keep  ?' 

'  I  know  this,  that  no  girl  about  here  would  go 
as  a  servant  at  that  house,  because  the  gentleman 
who  used  to  live  there  a  few  years  ago  hung  him- 
self. They've  got  a  man,  a  gipsy,  poaching  kind 
of  man.  I  don't  know  what  he's  supposed  to  do 
for  them.     He  opened  the  door  when  we   called 
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and  left  cards,  and  looked  like  something  between 
a  groom  and  a  soldier.  He  doesn't  belong  to  these 
parts  either ;  but  he's  got  a  mother,  an  awful  old 
witch,  and  a  daughter,  a  rather  good-looking,  un- 
tidy, trapesing  girl,  who  have  lately  come  to  live 
in  a  cottage  at  Eedmore — that's  that  village  you 
passed  through  on  the  way  from  Shervil  Station.' 

*Down  a  steep  hill?  Jolly  village  it  is,  too. 
The  life  of  the  sixteenth  century,  hardly  moved  by 
the  tide  of  the  ages,  unconscious  of  the  clamour 
and  coil  and  change  of  things,  save  when  an  enter- 
prising delegate  of  something  or  other  comes  on  a 
tricycle  and  worries  them,  and  tells  them  how  un- 
happy they  are,  and  how  they  are  "exploited"  by 
the  parson  and  squire.  And  there's  a  nice  gray 
old  church,  begun  Norman,  I  should  say,  continued 
Gothic,  improved  Perpendicular,  windows  smashed 
and  interior  whitewashed  Puritan,  and,  I  suppose, 
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gallery  removed  and  pews  knocked  down  Recent. 
Vicar  "earnest,"  services  "bright,"  and  all  the 
rest,  no  doubt.  Also  a  diseased-looking  white  brick 
conventicle  with  a  slate  roof,  ornamented  with  a 
large  date  over  the  door,  and  a  blue-paper  list  of 
persons  entitled  to  vote,  or  carry  guns,  or  some- 
thing. But  that  stands  alone,  along  the  road. 
It  doesn't  mar  the  antique  integrity  of  the 
village.' 

'  That's  Redmore.  And  this  old  Mrs.  Lee  and  her 
grand- daughter  live  there.  It's  very  picturesque 
and  perfectly  filthy,  and  they  seem  happy.' 

*  Sure  they're  not  Irish  ?  Lee  is  a  gipsy  name. 
Well,  I  must  see  if  I  can't  worry  out  a  little  more 
information.    I  think  it's  good  enough,  don't  you  ?' 

'  I  think  it's  very  exciting.  What  do  you  mean 
to  do  ?' 

Here  Lady  Long  arrived,  and  said : 
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'  Are  you  sure  you're  warm  enough,  dear,  sitting 
still?  Hadn't  you  better  run  in  and  get  one  of 
the  old  shawls  ?' 

'I'm  not  at  all  chilly,  mother.  But  I'll  walk 
about  instead  of  sitting,  if  you  like.  Mr.  Shaw  is 
rested  now,  I  dare  say,'  she  added  dryly. 

'  Mr.  Shaw,  wouldn't  you  like  something  extra 
to  put  on?  There  are  several  of  Sir  William's 
capes  in  the  back  lobby ;  Bessie  could  run  in  for  it 
in  a  minute.  I'm  sure  you  look  rather  delicate, 
Mr.  Shaw,  and  your  mother  wouldn't  like  to  see 
you  sit  about  in  the  night- air  without  even  a  scarf 
round  your  neck,  I  think.' 

'  You're  very  kind  indeed.  Lady  Long,  and  you're 
quite  right  about  what  my  mother  would  say  or 
think.  I'll  walk  about  instead  of  sitting.  But  I 
don't  feel  at  all  cold,  thanks.'  (The  temperature 
was  of  the  kind  popularly  called  sweltering.) 
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*Well,  I  shall  just  go  round  the  garden  once 
more,  and  then  I  think  I  shall  go  m.  And  mind 
you  don't  stay  out  too  long,  Bessie.  These  warm 
nights  are  very  treacherous.' 

'  No,  mother.' 

'  Where's  Harry  ?' 

'  Oh,  he's  about  here  somewhere  !' 

'  I  do  wish  your  father  would  come  in  and  read 
his  paper  quietly ' — as  if  Sir  William  were  given  to 
reading  it  in  a  tumultuous  or  rowdy  manner — '  I'm 
sure  he  overdoes  himself  walking  about  all  day  and 
all  night  like  this.  It's  so  easy  to  get  a  chill  when 
you're  tired.' 

'  It's  only  a  little  after  nine,  mother  dear,  and 
you  know  he's  always  punctually  in  by  half- 
past.' 

And  Lady  Long  toddled  slowly  away,  in  un- 
decided  directions.     She   liked   to   be  anxious,  to 
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worry  herself,  and  to  give  directions;  but  it  did 
not  seem  to  cause  her  any  particular  disappoint- 
ment or  surprise  when  nobody  paid  the  least 
attention  to  them  beyond  civil  verbal  evasion  or 
acquiescence. 

'Are  you  delicate,  Mr.  Shaw?'  asked  Bessie. 

'  It's  a  matter  of  opinion.  My  mother  is  firmly 
persuaded  that  I  am  what  she  calls  "  not  at  all 
strong."  My  father  used  to  entertain  (and  ex- 
press) the  opinion  that  I  was  a  wiry  little  ape  that 
could  stand  anything,  including  a  licking.  All 
I  can  say  is  that  I  have  no  recollection  of  ever 
having  an  illness  in  my  life,  that  I  have  an 
excellent  appetite,  and  can  pull  myself  up  by  one 
arm  on  a  horizontal  bar.  Candidly,  I  don't  feel 
that  I  stand  in  immediate  need  of  a  tonic,  or  a 
perforated  chest-protector.' 

'  You  have  lost  your  father  ?' 
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'Yes.     Some  years  ago.' 

'  That  must  make  a  dreadful  difference  in  a 
family — one  doesn't  realize  that  one's  own  people 
must  grow  old  and  die.  It  seems  almost  impossible 
to  think  things  are  not  always  to  go  on  just  as  they 
are,  somehow.' 

'  It  does ;  but  they  don't  alw^ays  go  on.  And 
there  comes  a  time  w^hen  the  world  seems  wrenched 
asunder,  and  a  great  void  is  made ;  but  it  gets 
partly  filled  up  in  time  in  new  ways,  though  never 
the  same.  It  is  a  desolate  thing  to  see  your 
mother  sitting  in  a  widow's  cap  for  the  first  time, 
and  to  look  at  the  old  hats  and  coats  and  walking- 
sticks  that  will  never  be  used  again,  the  old  ink- 
stand, the  pens,  and  blotting-paper  covered  all 
over  with  impressions  of  a  writing  it  will  never  blot 
any  more 

*0h,  don't  talk  like  that!' 

VOL.    II.  17 
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And  they  walked  silently  towards  the  light  that 
came  from  the  drawing-room  windows.  At  this 
moment  a  loud  report  made  itself  heard. 

'  Hullo  !  what's  that  ?' 

'  Oh,  it  startled  me  so !'  said  Bessie.  '  My 
nervous  system  must  be  in  a  bad  way  to-night. 
It  must  be  the  keeper,  I  suppose.  It's  in  Joan's 
Grove.     Ah,  here's  Harry!     What  is  it?' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know,'  said  Harry  cheerfully. 
'  One  of  old  Nobbs's  patent  fireworks,  I  suppose. 
Probably  set  it  off  himself,  out  of  addleheadedness. 
No  poacher  would  be  such  a  fool.  I'm  going  in. 
You'll  find  me  in  my  den,  Shaw,  as  soon  as  you 
like.  Sorry  I  was  away  so  long,  but  I'd  no  idea 
how  the  time  was  going.' 

And  Harry  went  round  to  the  front  door  and 
entered  the  house. 

Shortly  after  this  Pentony  Nobbs,   the  keeper, 
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appeared  running  up  the  path  which  led  from 
Joan's  Grove  across  some  grass,  and  through  a 
gate  in  some  iron  fencing  which  separated  the 
garden  and  lawn  part  of  Lowcliff  from  the  agri- 
cultural and  wooded  part.  He  arrived  out  of 
breath,  with  a  gun  in  his  hand— an  elderly,  short 
man,  with  grizzled  thin  whiskers,  and  the  usual 
garb  of  a  gamekeeper.  Seeing  Shaw,  he  said  to 
him  : 

'  Could  I  have  a  word  with  you,  sir  ?' 

'  Certainly,'  replied  Shaw,  walking  Hobbs  to  a 
little  distance,  and  saying  to  Bessie :  '  You  had 
better  go  in,  Miss  Long.  I'll  tell  you  all  about  it 
as  soon  as  I  know  what  there  is  to  tell.' 

Bessie  remained,  however,  where  she  was. 

'  Now  then,  my  friend,'  said  Shaw  to  the 
keeper. 

'  I  thought  I  might  see  Master  'Arry,  sir,  but  as 
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you  was  the  only  gentleman  there,  I  made  bold  to 
speak  to  you.  There's  bin  a  haccident  in  Joan's 
Grove  to  master,  sir.' 

'  Come  along.  Is  there  any  man  in  the  house 
who  could  come  with  a  light  ?' 

'  I'll  go  and  fetch  old  Eawlins,  sir.' 

*  Do.  I'll  wait  here.  And  don't  tell  anybody 
anything  yet.' 

'  No  fear,  sir.' 

And  Nobbs  went  towards  the  back-door.  The 
stables  and  lodge,  where  the  coachman  lived,  and 
a  gardener,  were  at  some  distance  from  the  house, 
wherefore  Eawlins,  though  not  the  most  efficient, 
was  the  nearest  male  servant. 

'  Oh,  what  is  it,  Mr.  Shaw  ?'  said  Bessie. 

'  There  is  some  sort  of  trouble  in  the  place  you 
call  Joan's  Grove.  I  don't  yet  understand  how, 
but  it  seems  your  father  has  met  with  some  acci- 
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dent.  I'll  tell  you  that  at  once,  and  I'll  tell  you 
all  about  it  as  soon  as  I  know.' 

'  Are  you  going  ?' 

*  Yes ;  as  soon  as  this  man  has  fetched  a  lantern.' 

'  I'll  go  too.' 

'No,  you  won't.  You  will  go  and  get  his  bed 
made  ready,  like  a  brave  girl,  and  tell  your  brother 
to  take  a  horse  and  trap  and  go  and  fetch  the 
doctor.     Will  you  do  this  ?' 

'Yes.' 

And  she  went  and  executed  all  her  mission 
coolly,  and  in  short  sentences.  Then  she  went 
to  her  own  room  and  had  hysterics. 

The  keeper  returned  with  the  tremulous  old 
butler  carrying  a  lantern,  and  armed  with  a  poker 
he  could  hardly  lift,  and  they  all  set  off  for  Joan's 
Grove  as  fast  as  Eawlins  could  be  made  to  move. 
On  the  way  Nobbs  explained : 
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'It  was  this  way,  sir.  I  was  a-settin'  in  my 
'ouse  wi'  door  open,  'avin'  a  draw  o'  my  pipe,  and 
I  years  one  o'  they  springs  go  off.  Spring-guns, 
you  know,  sir,  with  a  wire  'crost  the  path,  what  sets 
'em  off,  'bout  as  'igh  as  your  waist.' 

'  I  understand.' 

'  So  up  I  gets  and  starts  off,  sticking  a  couple  a 
cattridges  in  as  I  goes,  straight  for  wheer  I  knowed 
that  'ere  wire  was.  And  there  I  finds  poor  old 
squire  down  lengthways  with  the  path.  It  was 
too  dark  to  tell  much.  I  struck  a  lucifer  or  two, 
or  I  couldn't  'a  seed  'is  face.  'E  was  a  bleedin'  a 
bit  from  the  side,  but  not  sa  terble  much,  as  fur  as 
I  see,  so  I  ties  my  'ank'cheef  round,  and  'is  own, 
best  way's  I  could,  and  I  thinks.  Well,  year's  a  bad 
job !     I  better  go  up  'ouse  'squick's  I  knows  'ow.' 

*  Quite  right.  Was  there  anything  in  that 
alarm- gun  to  hurt  anybody  ?' 
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'  No,  sir,  no  ;  on'y  charge  a  powder.  Sir  William 
and  me  'ave  often  a- wished  we  could  putt  some- 
thing more  in  for  to  tickle  up  they  poachers.  'E 
might  a  set  it  off  'isself  a  fallin',  or  it  might  a  bin 
done  by  someone  else  as  be  run  away.' 

'  I  heard  the  thing  go  off,  but  I  only  heard  one 
report.' 

'  No  more  didn't  I.  It's  queer.  Year,  bring 
that  light  along,  Mr.  Rawlins.  We  be  gettin'  in 
th'  'ood  now.' 

And  Pentony  Nobbs  full-cocked  both  hammers, 
for  his  anger  burnt  sore  within  him,  and  no  laws 
would  have  protected  any  casual  trespasser  who 
crossed  the  range  of  his  twin  muzzles  just 
then. 

They  came  to  the  place  described,  where  they 
found  the  old  squire  lying  on  the  mossy  grass  of  a 
pathway  about  five  feet  wide,  with  tall  underwood. 
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chiefly  hazel  and  young  ash  and  oak,  on  each  side. 
Sir  WilHam's  crimson  silk  handkerchief,  and 
Nobbs's  figured  yellow  and  red  cotton  one,  were 
twisted  together,  and  tied  tightly  round  his  chest, 
so  as  to  close  the  wound  as  well  as  the  poor  old 
keeper  knew  how.  Eawlins  stood  rattling  the 
lantern  while  tears  ran  down  his  foolish  old 
red  face.  He  was  in  rusty  black  evening  dress, 
and  wore  no  hat. 

Shaw  knelt  down  and  examined  the  figure  on 
the  ground.     After  a  minute  or  so  he  said  : 

'  Keeper,  I'm  no  doctor,  but  I'm  very  much 
afraid  he's  dead.  I  can't  feel  any  pulse  or  heart- 
beat, and  his  hand's  awfully  cold.  And  he  cer- 
tainly doesn't  seem  to  breathe.  Still,  we  can't  be 
certain.  We  must  carry  him  in  between  us.  We 
can  manage  that,  you  and  I,  and  this  man  can 
carry  the  gun  and  the  lantern.' 
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'Yes,  sir.  Squire  be  meddlin'  'eavy,'  Nobbs 
observed,  with  the  materialism  of  the  uncultured, 
which  at  such  a  moment  sounded  unfeeling,  but  was 
not  so  in  the  least.  '  There  be  'is  stick,  sir,  an' 
'is  'at,  same  'e  alius  carried.' 

Shaw  took  up  the  stick  and  looked  at  it.  There 
was  no  sign  about  it  of  rough  usage,  such  as  it 
might  have  displayed  if  used  in  self-defence. 

'  Look  here,  keeper,  will  you  do  this  ?  There's 
sure  to  be  a  fuss  made  about  this  to-morrow,  and 
all  sorts  of  gaping  idiots  will  be  asking  questions, 
and  wanting  to  see  this  place.  What  I  want  you 
to  do  is  to  stay  about  here  and  see  that  nobody 
does  come  and  see  it.  Keep  them  from  coming 
into  the  wood,  or  messing  the  ground  about,  or 
picking  up  anything.  AVe  can't  tell  by  this  light, 
but  there  may  be  all  sorts  of  marks,  footprints 
and  so  on,  which  we  will  look  for  in  daylight.' 
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'  Yes,  sir ;  I  understand  you.  And  you  be  right. 
And  I'll  do  it,  if  I  'as  to  putt  a  charge  a  number 
two  into  some  of  'em.' 

And  they  carried  Sir  William  home. 

A  few  minutes  after  seeing  him  laid  on  his  bed, 
Shaw  was  coming  downstairs,  when  he  met  Bessie 
in  the  passage,  and  she  said : 

'Well?' 

'  He  is  badly  hurt,  I'm  afraid.' 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Shaw,  he's  not  dead,  is  he  ?' 

'  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know.  The  doctor  will 
tell  us.' 

'What  is  it?' 

'  It's  a  crime,  I  think.  It  can  hardly  be  an  acci- 
dent.    How  is  Lady  Long  taking  it  ?' 

'  I  have  made  her  go  to  her  room.  She  is  very 
much  upset,  of  course,  but  she  will  talk  so,'  added 
Bessie  with  a  half-hysterical  laugh,  '  that  I  had  to 
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leave  her  for  a  few  minutes,  or  I  should  go  mad. 
Oh,  Mr.  Shaw,  what  shall  we  do  ?' 

And  the  poor  ghi  leaned  her  head  on  her  arm 
against  the  wall  and  cried.  Just  then  Shaw  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  was  going  to  find  out  who  had 
brought  this  thing  on  an  upright  and  kind-hearted 
old  man,  an  innocent  household,  and  on  this  girl  he 
did  not  know  what  to  say  to  or  how  to  comfort. 

Very  soon  the  wheels  of  the  dog-cart  were  heard 
on  the  gravelled  avenue,  and  Shaw  said : 

'  Now  you  go  to  your  room,  or  somewhere,  and 
I'll  let  you  know  what  the  doctor  says  as  soon  as 
possible.' 

And  he  went  down  to  explain  matters  to 
Harry  and  the  doctor,  and  soon  the  three  were 
walking  upstairs.  Bessie  hovered  about  alone  on 
the  landing,  waiting  for  the  opening  of  the  door 
she    had    heard    shut.      The   maidservants   were 
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clustering  together  in  terrified  groups  about  the 
back  stairs  and  passages.  RawHns  stood  outside 
his  old  master's  bedroom  door,  with  weak  knees 
and  a  deplorable  face,  wishing  for  once  in  his  life 
that  he  were  not  quite  so  useless;  and  Pentony 
Nobbs  sat  on  a  wooden  chair  gazing  into  the 
kitchen  fire  with  eyes  of  wrath  and  blank  despair, 
and  his  gun  laid  across  his  knees.  Shaw  and 
Harry  had  left  the  doctor  alone  with  the  patient 
by  request,  and  gone  to  wait  in  the  drawing-room, 
where  a  lamp  was  burning,  and  a  few  newspapers. 
Punchy  some  fancy  -  work,  and  a  library  -  book 
lay  about,  as  if  nothing  at  all  unusual  were 
occurring. 

Shaw  was  telling  Harry  the  details  he  knew 
when  Rawlins  appeared  shading  a  candle  to  usher 
in  the  doctor,  a  middle-aged,  solid-looking  practi- 
tioner who  had  attended  the  Longs  and  most  of 
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the  neighbourhood  for  some  fifteen  years.  This 
gentleman  looked  at  Harry,  and  said : 

'  It  is  all  over ;  he  must  have  died  when  the 
wound  was  given.'  Then  he  added:  *I  will  call 
to-morrow  morning  and  give  you  the  necessary  cer- 
tificate, Sir  Henry.' 

Harry  and  Shaw  both  started. 

'  Now,'  added  the  doctor,  '  I  will  go.  Don't  you 
mind  about  me;  I'll  find  your  groom,  and  he'il 
take  me  back  to  Starmouth.     Good-evening.' 

And  the  doctor  left,  while  Harry  went  upstairs 
to  look  at  his  dead  father,  and  to  see  his  mother 
and  sister,  while  Shaw  stayed  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room,  thinking. 

And  this  was  the  j^^'^cis  of  his  thoughts  : 

He  would  leave  Lowcliff  the  following  day ;  that 
would  be  only  decent  and  proper. 

He  would  not,  however,  lebwe  the  neighbourhood, 
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but  take  a  room  in  one  of  the  Starmouth  inns,  and 
stay  till  he  had  ascertained  every  possible  fact  cal- 
culated to  throw  light  on  this  murder.  The  thing 
would  probably  be  difficult,  and  the  local  police 
were  probably  wooden-headed  ignorant  country- 
men. 

In  the  meantime,  he  might  perhaps  once  or 
twice  again  see  this  girl,  the  laughter  of  whose 
cornflower  -  eyes  had  been  so  cruelly  sorrow- 
dimmed. 


CHAPTEK  VI. 

IN  WHICH  SHAW  COMES  TO  THE  FEONT,  BUT  KEEPS 
IN  THE  BACKGROUND. 

Early  the  next  morning,  about  six  o'clock,  Shaw 
got  up,  dressed,  and  packed  all  his  things  ready 
for  a  start.  Then  he  put  on  his  cap — the  cloth 
travelling  and  lounging  cap  he  had  worn  the  even- 
ing before — hung  his  glasses  round  his  neck,  and 
went  quietly  downstairs,  found  his  way  out  by  the 
French  window  of  the  drawing-room,  where  the 
papers,  the  fancy-work,  and  the  very  positions  of 
the  chairs  were  just  as  he  had  left  them  last  night, 
on  to  the  dew -laden  lawn,  and  made  his  way 
towards   the   wood   on   the   slope    of    the    valley, 
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which  lay  under  the  sunny  haze  which  predicts 
a  still  summer  day.  Skirting  round  the  outside 
of  Joan's  Grove,  he  was  not  long  in  detecting  by 
its  thin  streak  of  early  blue  smoke  the  little  stone 
cottage  where  Pentony  Nobbs  abode,  and  found 
the  old  keeper  eating  bread  and  bacon  and  drink- 
ing tea,  slowly  and  meditatively,  with  the  door 
wide  open  to  the  beauty  of  the  morning,  and  his 
old  white-and-tan  spaniel  sitting  on  the  floor  near 
him. 

'  Marn',  sir.  You  be  come  to  'ave  a  look  at 
copse,  I  s'pose  ?' 

'  Yes ;  I  thought  the  earlier  the  better.' 

'  Eight,  sir.  Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  take 
a  bit  of  anything,  sir  ?  Or  would  you  care  to  'ave 
a  cup  o'  cider  'fore  we  starts  ?' 

'  Thanks  ;  I  would  like  a  cup  of  cider.  It's  good 
in  this  part  of  the  world,  I  know.' 
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And  Nobbs  went  into  a  dark  wooden  shed,  Shaw 
followmg,  and  discovered  a  cask  peeping  its  round 
black  face  from  under  a  truss  or  tw^o  of  straw,  with 
a  wooden  tap  in  it.  From  a  horizontal  beam 
which  acted  as  a  shelf  he  took  a  cup,  one  of  those 
short  upright  cylindrical  mugs  which  usually  have 
a  sprig  of  j)ink  rose  on  one  side  and  '  A  Present 
from  Brighton '  on  the  other.  This  he  drew  full  of 
cider  and  handed  to  Shaw,  saying : 

'  You'll  find  'e  meddlin'  fair,  sir.' 

*  Very  good,  indeed.' 

'  'Ave  another,  sir?     Plenty  year.' 

'  No,  thanks  ;  not  so  early  in  the  day.  I've  not 
breakfasted  yet.' 

Nobbs  took  his  own  dose,  and  they  set  forth 
through  Joan's  Grove,  Nobbs  of  course  with  his 
faithful  double-barrelled  pinfire. 

They  made   a   most   diligent   examination,   and 
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they  found  nothing.  The  weather  had  been  dry 
for  some  Httle  time,  and  the  ground  was  quite 
hard.  Any  impressions  the  ground  and  moss 
might  have  received  had  of  course  disappeared 
by  this  time,  owing  to  the  natural  elastic  recovery 
of  such  vegetation,  and  the  dew  was  equally  on 
everything,  even  on  the  '  galvanized '  wire  which 
still  stretched  limply  across  the  park  in  connection 
with  the  exploded  spring-gun.  They  examined  its 
attachment  at  each  end,  and  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  the  thing  must  have  been  set  off  by  a  hard 
push  or  pull  in  a  horizontal  direction  in  the  Ime 
of  the  path,  and  leading  towards  the  uphill-side  of 
the  grove.  That  gave  the  notion  that  the  person 
or  persons  who  committed  the  crime  had  started 
running  immediately  afterwards,  and  inadvertently 
come  in  contact  with  the  wire. 

'Now,  if  he  ran  that  way,'  said  Shaw,  pointing 
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in  the  direction  the  strain  on  the  attachments  of 
the  wire  indicated,  '  where  would  he  get  to  ?' 

'Well,  sir,  the  path  divides,  as  you'med'  a  seed. 
One  way  leads  up  towards  the  'ouse,  way  you  see 
me  come  last  night ;  t'other  goes  further  to  the 
left,  and  comes  out  at  a  gate  into  a  field,  which 
you  couldn't  see  from  the  'ouse.' 

'  Let's  go  and  see  that  gate  and  that  field.' 
It  was  a  common  gray  wooden  five-barred  gate, 
and  on  the  other  side  was  a  field  of  barley.  The 
gate  was  near  a  corner  of  the  field,  and  along  the 
side  of  the  field,  which  was  at  right  angles  to  the 
side  in  which  the  gate  was,  the  wood  continued 
some  distance.  The  field  sloped  up  towards  that 
part  of  the  wood,  and  the  rest  of  the  wood  was  on 
the  same  slope,  wood  and  field  together  being  on 
the  side  of  the  valley  which  has  been  so  often 
spoken  of.     The  hypothetical  route  of  the  fugitive 
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was  therefore  so  far  in  a  direction  slanting  up- 
wards across  the  slope  of  the  valley,  with  the  sea- 
shore of  Starmouth  on  his  right  rear  and  the 
house  of  Lowcliff  some  distance  to  his  right,  and 
above  him. 

*  That  barley  'ave  bin  trod  about  a  bit,'  observed 
Nobbs.  *  Then  'e've  got  out  of  it  into  ditch,  and 
followed  'e,  I  specs.' 

'  Where  would  that  take  him  to  ?' 
'  Fust  of  all  into  'nother  field,  then  on  Eedmore 
Common.' 

*  And  where  would  that  take  him  ?' 

*  Well,  sooner  or  later  'e'd  get  into  the  road. 
Common  runs  part  of  the  way  longside  road  till 
you  gits  to  earner  where  signpost  is.  Don't 
matter  whether  'e  knows  'is  way  or  not,  'e  couldn't 
run  about  that  common  long  without  fetching 
the  road.' 
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'  What  road  ?' 

'  Well,  sir,  it's  like  this.  The  road  from  Star- 
mouth  what  comes  through  Redmore  goes  some 
ways  'loiigside  Eedmore  Common ;  you  med  a  seed 
it  comin'  from  station.  Then  when  it  comes  to 
signpost,  common  'e  stops,  and  one  road  goes  to 
Shervil  to  the  right,  and  t'other  goes  to  the  left, 
and  gets  into  the  road  to  Exeter,  'bout  three 
miles  on,  at  Melyton.  The  road  parts  like  the 
letter  Y,  you  see,  and  'e  might  a  took  any  a  they 
three.' 

*  Then,  Mr.  Nobbs,  we're  not  much  forrader.' 

'  No,  sir,  we  bain't.' 

'  Well,  let's  look  at  it  another  way.  Have  you, 
who  know  these  parts,  any  idea  or  suspicion  of 
your  own  about  anybody  ?' 

'  There's  no  man  year' bouts  I've  any  right  or  any 
wish  to  name,  or  put  such  a  thing  on.     There  be 
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chaps  as  'ud  poach,  and  chaps  as  do  poach — they 
knows  me,  and  I  knows  them — but  Lor',  sh%  they 
'adn't  no  grudge  against  Sqmre.  And  if  any  o' 
that  lot  'd  seed  'e  a-comin',  they'd  a  run  away. 
'Twasn't  poachers'  time,  neither.  Poachin'  ain't 
done  year  'twixt  nine  and  ten  of  a  summer 
night.' 

'  I  suppose  not.' 

'  If  any  Eedmore  man  or  Sta'mm'th  man  done  it 
— though  Lord  'E  knows  why  they  should — 'e'll 
be  missin'  to-day.' 

'  Had  the  late  squire  any  enemies  ? — any  evicted 
tenants,  or  that  sort  of  thing  ?' 

'  No,  sir,  no.  'E'd  speak  'ard,  but  'e  acted 
soft,  and  everybody  made  a  good  bit  out  of  him, 
one  way  and  another.' 

'  Then  this  is  more  likely  to  have  been  done  by  a 
stranger  than  anyone  else?      Someone  whom  we 
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know  nothing  about,  with  reasons  for  being  where 
he  was  we  don't  understand.  That's  what  all  you 
say  points  to.' 

'  Yes,  sir ;  it  do.  I  'spec's  it  to  be  some 
stranger.' 

'  Did  you  notice  whether  his  watch  or  studs  were 
missing  ?' 

'  No,  sir ;  I  did  not.' 

'  Well,  I  did.  He  had  his  watch  on,  and  the 
studs — he  had  a  dress-waistcoat  on,  you  know — 
were  in  his  shirt  when  we  took  him  in.' 

'  Indeed,  sir  ?  I  'adn't  observed  it.  But  if  any- 
body'd  'ad  it  in  'is  mind  to  rob  'im,  that  ere  spring 
gun  'ud  a  stopped  him,  and  made  'im  cut  off 
meddlin'  sharp.' 

'  Not  if  the  gun  didn't  go  off  till  the  criminal 
started  running  or  walking  away,  as  we  suppose. 
You  can't  tell  in  that  case  how  much  time  there 


40  TREASON-FELONY 

was  to  spare  between'  the  death  of  the  Squire  and 
the  pressure  on  that  wire.' 

'  True,  sir,  true.     I  'adn't  bore  that  in  mind.' 

'  Then  he  wasn't  attacked,  apparently,  for  the 
sake  of  robbery.  And  the  thing  was  probably 
done  by  a  stranger  to  the  neighbourhood.  What 
strangers  are  there  about  ?' 

'  Dunno,  sir,  as  there  be  any.  Most  too  early 
for  trippers  and  the  like  o'  that.  And  there  ain't 
many  o'  that  sart  comes  Sta'mm'th  way.' 

'  There's  the  crew  of  that  yacht,  certainly,  but 
the  party  who  did  this  ran  away  in  the  wrong 
direction  for  that,  I  think.' 

'  That  yacht  ain't  there,  sir.  She  went  away 
agen  last  night,  so  I  years.' 

'  Then  that  settles  that  question.  Now,  Mr. 
Nobbs,  I  think  I  judge  you  rightly  when  I  say  I 
believe  you  can  keep  a  thing  to  yourself  ?' 
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*  I  b'lieve  you  do,  sir.' 

'  Well,  I  mean  to  stay  about  here  for  the  present, 
until  either  I  find  out  something  about  this,  or  am 
convinced  that  there  is  nothing  to  find  out  here. 
But  I  don't  want  people  to  know  I  have  any  such 
purpose.  I  shall  just  bathe,  and  go  out  walks,  and 
throw  stones  into  the  sea,  and  work  at  my  books, 
as  any  other  man  of  my  sort  spending  his  summer 
hohday  at  the  seaside  might  do.  Perhaps  you  can 
recommend  me  an  inn  where  I  can  be  decently 
comfortable,  and  where,  at  the  same  time,  if  I 
should  go  down  into  the  bar  or  smoking-room  just 
to  pass  the  time  of  day,  I'd  be  likely  to  see  the 
ordinary  casual  people  of  the  place — people  who 
come  to  have  a  drink  and  a  gossip,  you  know. 
Not  a  regular  aristocratic  big  hotel,  where  county 
families  go,  and  not  a  mere  pub,  where  it  would 
look  funny  for  me  to  put  up.     See  ?' 
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'Mjes,  sir.  Well,  I  should  think  you  couldn't 
do  no  'arm  by  goin'  to  the  Let  the  Bees  Live. 
That's  in  Carter  Street — narrer  curly  street  to  the 
left  of  'Igh  Street,  near  the  sea-front,  and  passin' 
by  the  church.' 

Shaw  made  a  note  of  the  address. 

*  Eight ;  and  if  you  should  see  or  hear  any- 
thing, perhaps  you  would  give  me  the  straight 
tip.' 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

*  Well,  then,  good-bye,  Nobbs,  for  the  present ;' 
and  Shaw  shook  hands  with  the  worthy  old  keeper, 
feeling  he  had  in  him  a  strong,  trustworthy,  and 
intelligent  ally,  who  entered  as  fully  and  eagerly 
as  himself  into  the  quest. 

Perhaps  the  sentiments  serving  as  motives  were 
different  in  each,  but  they  were  in  both  cases  suffi- 
cient.     Shaw   was   a   chivalrous    gentleman   who 
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wished  to  serve  his  friends — among  them  a  merry 
lady  with  cornflower  eyes  —  by  exposing  and 
punishing  him  who  had  worked  them  most  mi- 
deserved  and  pitiable  wrong.  He  took,  moreover, 
a  sportsmanlike  pleasure  in  the  prospective  man- 
hunt, which  he  fancied  might  turn  out  to  be,  in  a 
sense,  great  fun. 

Nobbs  was  simply  a  loyal  old  keeper,  who  wanted 
to  empty  both  barrels  at  short  range  into  the  man 
who  had  murdered  his  master. 

When  Shaw  had  walked  slowly  back  to  the 
house,  pensive,  his  hands  in  his  knickerbocker 
pockets,  raising  the  bottom  of  his  jacket — a  very 
modern  and  not  very  picturesque  figure,  and  yet 
with  a  certain  grace  which  not  even  heather- 
mixture  stockings,  burnt- sienna  spats,  brown  tan 
boots,  a  pale  brown  travelling-cap,  knickerbocker 
suit  of  same,   and  young  English  attitude  could 
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wholly  obliterate — he  found  that  it  was  getting 
towards  eight,  that  the  table  was  being  laid  for 
breakfast,  and  that  nobody,  except  the  servants, 
was  down.  Under  ordinary  circumstances  he 
would  have  gone  to  Harry's  room,  roused  him  up, 
and  chatted  while  his  young  friend  went  through 
the  rites  of  the  tub,  toilet,  and  razor ;  but  as 
things  were,  he  did  not  think  fit  to  do  so,  but  sat 
down  in  an  easy-chair  near  the  window  to  wait. 
Of  course  there  was  no  morning  paper ;  that  was 
delivered  from  Starmouth  between  two  and  three 
in  the  afternoon,  after  it  had  come  from  London 
per  Shervil,  so  he  stretched  out  his  hand  for  a 
book  of  some  sort  which  lay  on  a  writing-table  in 
front  of  the  window.  He  did  not  know  what  book, 
but  it  was  natural  to  Shaw  always  to  take  up  the 
nearest  book  and  look  at  it  when  he  had  nothing 
to  do,  even  if  it  turned  out  to  be  a  seedsman's 


SHA  W  COMES  TO  THE  FRONT  45 

catalogue  or  the  stores  list.  This  happened  to 
be  the  A  B  C  Railway  Guide.  After  idly  looking 
at  a  few  places  which  struck  him  as  having  odd 
impossible  names,  such  as  Bugsworth,  Frees, 
Riccall,  and  Lairy,  he  turned  to  Shervil,  for  no 
special  reason  except  that  it  was  the  local  station, 
and  glanced  at  the  table  of  trains  to  and  from 
London.  Then  the  idea  flashed  into  his  mind,  not 
unnaturally,  that  the  criminal  of  last  night  might 
have  made  for  the  railway.  He  looked  then  for  the 
last  up-train,  and  saw  that  it  w^as  timed  to  start  at 
10.18.  He  then  reflected  that  the  crime  had  taken 
place  between  nine  and  ten,  and  that  the  direction 
he  and  Nobbs  had  supposed  the  fugitive  to  take 
lay,  at  any  rate  at  the  outset,  rather  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  station  than  otherwise.  He  did  not 
know  exactly  how  long  it  would  take  to  walk  or 
run  the  distance,  but  Nobbs  could  tell  him  that. 
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If  it  appeared  at  all  possible,  then,  for  the  male- 
factor to  have  caught  that  train,  it  would  obviously 
be  a  good  thing  to  ask  a  few  questions  at  the 
station.  It  would  not  be  likely  that  there  would 
be  many  passengers  from  such  a  place  at  such  a 
time.  If  it  turned  out  that  any  suspicious 
person  went  by  that  train,  it  would  follow  that  it 
must  be  a  person  who  knew  his  way,  for  it  was 
nearly  dark,  if  not  quite,  and  Shaw  had  a  suffi- 
ciently approximate  notion  of  the  distance  to  know 
that  if  there  was  enough  time  to  catch  that  train 
there  was  not  more  than  enough.  Moreover,  he 
had  forgotten  to  question  Nobbs  as  to  w^iere  the 
criminal  could  have  come  from,  as  well  as  where 
he  might  have  gone  to.  He  must  evidently  see 
Nobbs  again  about  that. 

While  he  was  engaged  in  these  reflections,  Harry 
came  into  the  room. 
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'  Ah,  there  you  are.     Been  down  long,  Shaw  ?' 

*  I've  been  out  for  a  small  pasear,' 

*  Well,  you  and  I  will  have  some  breakfast,'  said 
Harry,  as  he  rang  the  bell.  '  You  will  have  to 
excuse  my  womenkind  this  morning;  they  won't 
appear.' 

'  Naturally.  I  say,  Long,  I  was  going  to  men- 
tion that  I'll  clear  out.  I'm  quite  ready  at  any 
moment ;  my  loins  are  girt,  and  my  scrip  is  packed, 
don't  you  know.' 

*  Well,  it's  very  kind  and  tactful,  and  all  that, 
Shaw,  but  it  seems  rather  rough  to  turn  you  out. 
I  don't  like  it.  You  needn't  be  in  the  least  in  the 
way,  and  I  shall  have  no  civilized  person  to  speak 
to  if  you  go.  I  don't  feel  wildly  hilarious  as  it  is, 
and  if  I'm  to  see  nobody  except  my  relatives  and 
condoling  county  families  from  now  to  October,  I 
think  suicidal  mania  will  set  in.' 
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'  Poor  old  man !  But  I  propose  staying  for  a 
while  in  Starmouth,  and  having  some  bathing.  So 
you  can  look  me  up  when  you  like,  and  we  can  do 
some  reading,  too,  if  you  feel  like  it.' 

'  Well,  that's  an  improvement;  but  still  it  doesn't 
seem  right  for  our  guest  to  be  staying  in  a  Star- 
mouth  lodging.' 

'  If  I  didn't  stay  there,  I  suppose  I'd  stay  some- 
where else.  It's  logically  the  same  as  if  I  stayed 
in  a  London  lodging  or  a  Tierra  del  Fuego  lodging, 
if  they  have  any.' 

Here  Eawlins  came  in,  dreadfully  solemn  and 
dismally  correct,  bearing  an  immense  Bible  and  a 
smaller  Prayer-book,  walking  slowly  in  the  manner 
of  a  decrepit  but  self-conscious  '  church  officer '  of 
the  Presbyterian  fashion  who  precedes  the  minister 
from  the  vestry. 

'  Oh,  I  say,'  said  poor  Harry,  '  I  can't  stand  this 
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sort  of  thing;  not  to-day,  anyhow.  I  rang  the 
bell  for  breakfast,  Eawlins,  for  Mr.  Shaw  and 
me.  We'll  let  the  prayers  stand  over  for  the 
present,  until  we  see  what  arrangements  can  be 
made.' 

'  Very  good.  Sir  'Enery,'  replied  Eawlins  tragi- 
cally, and  paced  out  of  the  room  again  in  slow 
time,  after  which  a  mumbling  and  rustling  in  the 
passage  was  heard,  betokening  the  retreat  in  dis- 
order of  a  little  band  of  female  servants. 

'  I  think  that  performance  before  a  row  of 
starmg  print-clad  slavies,  with  Eawlins  putting 
in  "Harmen!"  wofully  at  intervals,  would  have 
been  the  last  straw,'  said  Harry.  '  I  should  have 
fallen  into  gibbering  hysteria.' 

Shaw,  wishing  to  divert  the  subject,  said  : 

'  Do  you  contemplate  coming  up  again  in 
October?' 

VOL.    II.  19 
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'  Eather.  I  don't  see  anything  in  the  circum- 
stances to  justify  me  in  ceasing  to  be  educated. 
Eather  the  other  way.' 

'Well,  I  agree  with  you.  But  I  thought  I'd 
ask.' 

'  The  funeral  will  be  on  Saturday;  that  will  just 
give  time  to  inform  such  people  as  may  be  con- 
cerned. I  am  sending  Eogers  after  breakfast  to 
fetch  up  the  superintendent,  or  inspector,  or  what- 
ever he  is,  of  police.  I  don't  know  whether  there'll 
have  to  be  an  inquest  or  not ;  doctor  and  policeman 
will  settle  that.  You'll  have  to  see  them,  you 
know,  to  tell  your  part  in  the  matter.' 

'  Yes  ;  of  course.' 

'  It's  a  very  queer  thing,  and  I  can't  make  it 
out.  Do  you  know  what  the  nature  of  the  injury 
was,  Shaw  ?' 

'  No  ;  I  was  going  to  ask  the  doctor  that.' 
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'  Oh,  well,  I'll  tell  you.  It  was  a  stab  with  a 
knife,  which  went  into  the  heart.' 

'  Was  it,  indeed  ?  Somehow,  I  suppose  from  the 
association  of  ideas  with  poachers  and  gamekeepers 
and  so  on,  I  had  taken  for  granted,  quite  unjustifi- 
ably, that  it  was  a  shot  of  some  kind.  I  suppose 
you  have  no  idea  or  suspicion  about  it  ?' 

'  Not  the  faintest  notion.  Poachers  don't  stab, 
they  shoot,  and  still  more  likely,  run  away  without 
doing  either.  Besides,  the  people  about  here  are 
not  built  that  way;  they  are  not  the  kind  to  do 
big  crimes.' 

*  So  I  should  think.' 

Well,  to  cut  this  record  shorter,  the  doctor  came, 
and  the  superintendent  and  a  sergeant  of  police 
came,  and  the  gamekeeper  was  cross-examined, 
and  Shaw  was  politely  interrogated,  and  Joan's 
Grove   tramped    over  —  a    process    during   which 
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Nobbs  and  Shaw  winked  at  each  other  as  they 
observed  the  failure  of  the  official  representative 
of  the  majesty  of  the  law  to  detect  any  of  the  signs 
which  they  had  noticed  some  hours  before.  Then 
the  superintendent  of  police  made  up  a  prepos- 
terous '  theory '  about  the  matter,  and  had  a  glass 
of  sherry  in  the  dining-room. 

An  inquest  was  held,  and  a  verdict  given  of 
wilful  murder  against  some  person  or  persons 
unknown.  Of  course  the  affair  made  a  great 
sensation  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  was  a  god- 
send to  the  local  papers,  and  people  discussed  how 
it  might  affect  the  election,  which  there  is  no 
reason  to  suppose  it  affected  at  all.  The  sur- 
rounding gentry  left  cards  with  *  inquiries,'  includ- 
ing Mr.  and  Mrs.  P.  Vane,  and  sent  rows  of  empty 
carriages  to  the  funeral,  which  was  also  very 
largely  attended  by  human  beings  of  all  classes, 
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for  the  late  baronet  had  been  much  liked  and 
respected,  especially  by  the  poor,  though  he  did 
lay  down  the  law  to  them  with  a  thick  stick.  And 
Nobbs  observed,  and  mentioned  privately  to  Shaw, 
that  most  of  the  habitual  poachers  were  present, 
and  had  gone  to  the  expense  of  crape  for  their 
ancient  tall  hats.  They  felt  that  an  undeserved 
slur  was  cast  on  their  body  by  what  the  paper 
called  'this  dastardly  outrage,'  and  came  to  show 
that  feeling,  as  well  as  to  testify  their  respect  for 
the  deceased. 

At  the  Quarter  Sessions  what  the  paper  called  a 
*  feeling  reference '  was  made  to  the  loss  which  had 
been  sustained,  and  that  was,  for  the  time,  the 
conclusion  of  the  whole  matter. 

One  other  thing  happened,  or  rather  failed  to 
happen,  about  this  time  which  struck  the  only 
person  whose  attention  was  called  to  it  as  odd. 
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though  he  did  not  mention  it  to  anyone,  thinking 
it  concerned  him  alone,  and  had  no  bearing  on  the 
sorrowful  event. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Harry  Long  had 
appointed  a  meeting  with  the  girl  Eva  Lee  at  nine 
in  the  evening  down  by  the  river,  for  the  purpose 
of  lending  her  some  books.  Well,  he  did  not  for- 
get this,  in  spite  of  the  sorrow,  the  business,  and 
the  anxiety  and  worry  of  the  time,  and  without 
saying  a  word  to  anyone,  selected  one  or  two 
novels  he  deemed  suitable,  and  was  punctually  at 
the  place.  He  waited  for  quite  half  an  hour,  but 
no  girl  came.  And  he  never  saw  her  about  the 
neighbourhood,  or  in  the  cottage  again,  though  he 
often  passed  it,  and  generally  saw  the  old  chovihani 
of  a  grandmother  enjoying  her  pipe  in  the  sun  with 
the  inscrutable  dried-up  countenance  of  a  mummy 
or  an  old  squaw. 


CHAPTEE  YII. 


SHAW      MOBILIZED. 


After  the  necessary  interview  with  the  majesty  of 
the  law  on  the  day  after  the  crime,  Shaw  was 
driven  with  his  portmanteau  to  the  inn  in  Star- 
mouth,  humanely  called  Let  the  Bees  Live,  whose 
sign  was  a  hive.  The  main  street  of  Starmouth 
was  very  steep,  and  curved  gently  twice — once  to 
the  east  and  once  to  the  west — before  it  reached 
the  comparatively  level  ground  near  the  shore. 
The  houses  were  all  old,  usually  constructed  of 
gray  stone,  sometimes  coated  with  white  plaster, 
if  extra  genteel,  and  roofed  with  thick  small  gray 
slates  of  a  peculiar  thin  lamination,  and  a  smooth 
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glisten.  The  windows,  except  a  few  of  the  shop- 
windows,  had  small  panes  in  white  wooden  frames, 
and  the  kind  of  glass  which  makes  a  rod  appear  a 
serpent. 

The  houses  were  of  all  sorts  of  heights,  and  on 
one  side  of  the  street  stood  the  hollow,  charred 
and  roofless  shells  of  two  which  had  burnt  down 
some  months  ago,  and  gave  the  effect  of  decayed 
teeth  in  an  otherwise  sound  set. 

To  the  right — or  west — at  the  bottom  of  the 
steep  street,  was  the  esplanade,  with  its  sohd  old 
cottages  with  little  front  gardens,  approached  up 
steep  narrow  whitened  steps,  and  used  in  the 
summer  time  as  lodgings. 

Behind  these  rose  the  hill  steeply,  clad  with 
green  grass,  and  fluttering  linen  drying.  Along 
the  top  of  this  ascent  were  again  houses. 

To  the  left — or  east — at  the  bottom  of  the  High 
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Street,  was  Carter  Street,  narrow,  high,  old,  and 
approximately  parallel  to  the  seashore,  which 
was  approached  by  long,  narrow  paved  passages 
or  '  closes  '  between  the  houses,  whose  worn 
and  corrugated  stone  basements  the  high  tides 
lapped. 

The  Let  the  Bees  Live  was  on  the  inland  side  of 
Carter  Street,  and  the  clean,  low-roofed  bedroom 
which  Shaw  acquired  there  had  a  window  with  two 
small  lights  opening  on  hinges,  and  kept  open  by 
brass  hooks,  which  looked  on  the  church  and  church- 
yard in  the  foreground,  and  beyond  them  had  a 
glimpse  of  glittering  sea.  As  there  was  no  one 
else  lodging  in  the  house,  Shaw  was  also  able  to 
obtain  the  use  of  another  room,  which  he  used  as 
a  sitting-room,  and  strewed  with  books,  writing 
materials  and  pipes  as  soon  as  he  had  unpacked. 
Then  he  set  forth  to  buy  a  two-pound  pot  of  the 
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one  thing  indispensable  to  the  peace  of  mind  of  a 
Cambridge  man  of  any  standing— Dundee  or  Aber- 
deen marmalade,  to  be  used  at  breakfast  and 
lunch.  In  point  of  fact,  squish.  The  mere 
chops  and  steaks  and  bacon  and  eggs  might 
very  well  be  left  to  the  Bee  people  to  look 
after. 

Having  so  far  arranged  his  little  encampment, 
and  eaten  some  lunch,  Shaw  lit  his  favourite  pipe, 
put  on  the  little  cloth  cap,  and  strolled  out  again 
in  his  lounging  way  to  have  another  interview  with 
Pentony  Nobbs. 

This  led  to  an  examination  of  the  possible  route 
taken  by  the  murderer  in  order  to  arrive  at  the 
place  where  he  met  his  victim.  It  appeared  un- 
likely that  he  could  have  come  any  other  way  than 
from  the  wood  alongside  the  river.  It  appeared 
that  there  were  two  possible  ways  of  doing  this — 
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one,  to  start  from  Starmouth  on  the  nearer  side, 
and  walk  alongside  the  creek  until  it  narrowed  and 
became  the  river;  the  other,  to  start  from  the 
further  side  of  the  creek,  walk  up-stream  till  the 
bridge  was  reached,  cross  it,  and  then  walk  up  the 
path  on  the  Lowcliff  side  as  before.  It  should  be 
clearly  understood  that  the  inlet  or  creek,  or 
entrance  of  the  river,  was  on  the  westward  ex- 
tremity or  boundary  of  Starmouth,  beyond  the 
end  of  the  esplanade,  while  the  steep  hill  on 
which  the  main  part  of  the  town  stood  sloped 
down  towards  the  river  on  the  west,  as  well  as 
towards  the  sea  on  the  south. 

*  Now,  supposing,'  said  Shaw,  '  that  he  came 
from  the  other  side  of  the  river,  over  the  bridge, 
as  you  describe,  where  could  he  come  from? 
Is  there  any  village,  or  town,  or  anything  over 
there  ?' 
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'  Not  for  miles,  sir,  and  there  ain't  no  road  from 
anywhere  so's  to  come  that  way.  The  road  what 
there  is  goes  as  far  as  the  mouth  of  the  creek,  on 
the  fm'  side,  where  the  coastguard  'as  their  watch- 
'ouse  and  flagstaff.' 

'  Well,  but  doesn't  anybody  live  over  that  side  of 
the  valley  at  all  ?' 

'  There  ain't  no  one  there,  sir — on'y  Crow'ill. 
They  lives  over  there.' 

'  Oh,  that's  where  Mrs.  Vane  lives,  isn't 
it?' 

'Yes,  sir.' 

'  How  do  you  get  to  Crowbill  ?' 

'  Over  the  bridge,  sir,  and  then  a  bit  up  the  hill 
on  the  other  side,  and  then  the  drive  curves  in  to 
the  left.' 

*  Any  other  way  ?' 

*  There's  a  little  landing-stage,  where  the  yacht's 


SHA  W  MOBILIZED  6i 

boats  comes  in,  and  a  path  up  through  the  wood. 
That's  lower  down  than  the  bridge,  and  on  the 
other  side,  acourse.' 

'  Shorter  than  the  driving  way  ?' 

'  Well,  yes,  sir,  it  be  sharter — by  'af  a  mile,  you 
med'  say.  But  you  don't  never  think  them  folks 
'as  anything  to  do  wi'  it  ?' 

'  I  don't  think  of  any  person  more  than  another 
at  present.  I  only  want  to  get  the  lie  of  the  land, 
so  to  speak.  Now  there's  another  thing  I  want  to 
ask  you.  That  happened  last  night,  not  later  than 
half-past  nine,  perhaps  a  few  minutes  sooner. 
Could  a  man  have  time  after  that  to  catch  a  train 
at  Shervil  at  eighteen,  or  say  twenty,  minutes  past 
ten?  Because  the  last  train  to  London  goes  at 
10.18,  and  we'll  allow  that  it  might  be  a  minute  or 
two  late.' 

Nobbs  reflected,  and  answered : 
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*  That's  farty-eight  or  fifty  minutes,  or  med  be  a 
trifle  more,  and  'im  going  'crass  country  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

*  'E  could  do  it,  sir,  but  'e'd  'ave  to  make  'aste, 
and  'e'd  'ave  to  know  the  way.  Leastways,  'e'd 
'ave  to  know  the  way  from  Joan's  Grove  to  the 
finger-postes ;  the  rest's  easy  enough.' 

'  But  you  told  me  that  if  a  person  got  on  to 
Redmore  Common  he  was  almost  certain  to  strike 
the  road  ?' 

'  If  he  kept  up  'ill,  yes.' 

*Well,  supposing  he  didn't  know  the  way,  but 
had  sense  enough  to  continue  his  direction  uphill 
and  inland,  guided  by  the  trend  of  the  ground,  it 
wouldn't  take  him  long  to  find  a  road  and  a  sign- 
post telling  him  the  direction  and  distance  ?' 

'  Well,  yes,  sir,  if  you  puts  it  that  way.' 

'  Now,  Nobbs,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  am  going  to 


SHA  W  MOBILIZED  63 

do.  I  am  going  to  start  from  Joan's  Grove,  over 
that  gate,  along  the  ditch  and  over  that  common, 
just  as  you  described,  with  no  more  knowledge 
than  I  now  jDossess,  and  never  having  been  over 
the  ground  in  my  life.  But  I  shall  go  as  fast  as  I 
can,  and  see  if  I  can  get  to  the  Shervil  Station 
inside  fifty  minutes.  ^Vhen  I  get  there,  I  shall  ask 
if  anybody  went  by  that  train  last  night.' 

'  Very  good,  sir.  'Pon  my  word,  if  they  pleace- 
men  was  a  bit  more  like  you,  we  might  do  summat.' 

'All  this  is  strictly  between  ourselves,  Nobbs, 
mind.' 

'  Yes,  sir ;  to  be  sure.' 

And  Shaw  went  to  the  station  in  the  manner  he 
had  suggested,  deliberately  losing  a  few  minutes 
by  climbing  half-way  up  the  signpost,  and  striking 
a  match,  on  the  hypothesis  that  it  was  necessary 
on  account  of  the  darkness,  there  being  no  one  to 
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observe  this  outbreak  of  apparent  lunacy  on  his 
part.  The  experiment  succeeded.  When  he  came 
within  sight  of  the  station,  at  the  end  of  a  long 
straight  stretch  of  road,  he  moderated  his  pace 
from  a  run  to  a  walk,  as  he  did  not  desire  to 
attract  attention,  but  he  was  convinced  that  he 
could  reach  the  station,  if  necessary,  within  the 
required  time. 

When  he  got  there,  after  buying  a  paper  and 
looking  about  a  little,  he  asked  the  ticket- seller — 
a  young  lady,  by  the  way — if  anyone  had  booked 
for  London  by  the  10.18  last  night.  He  said 
London,  simply  because  it  was  more  probable, 
from  the  point  of  view  of  this  theory,  than  any 
intermediate  place,  and  would  avoid  possible  con- 
fusion with  merely  local  passengers.  The  young 
lady  replied  that  there  was  one  gentleman,  she 
could  not  see  very  well  through  her  pigeon-hole 
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what  he  was  like,  but  he  was  a  big  man,  and 
'  talked  peculiar.'  Asked  what  she  meant  by 
*  peculiar,'  said  she  thought  he  must  be  American. 
He  naturally  said  very  little  to  her.  When  she 
told  him  the  price  of  the  ticket,  he  said  '  How  ?' 
instead  of  '  What  ?'     That  struck  her  as  peculiar. 

Shaw  then  found  two  porters — the  only  two. 
One  of  them  had  shown  a  man  into  a  second-class 
smoking-compartment  in  the  London  part  of  the 
train.  He  had  a  bag,  and  was  tall,  broad,  and 
had  a  moustache ;  might  be  between  forty  and 
fifty;  was  smoking  a  cigar.  Was  in  fairly  good 
time ;  train  was  rather  late. 

Then  Shaw  went  to  the  refreshment-room,  and 
found  that  the  same  passenger  had  been  there, 
and  had  a  glass  of  whisky,  Irish  whisky,  which  he 
drank  by  itself,  and  then  took  some  water  in  a 
separate  glass,  which  struck  the  second  young  lady 
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as  odd.  He  had  also  bought  some  matches,  and 
the  yomig  lady,  who  was  not  a  native  of  the  locality, 
like  the  one  at  the  booking-office,  but  a  Londoner, 
thought  he  was  an  Irishman.  And  that  was  the 
sum-total  of  the  information. 

Shaw  drank  a  glass  of  ale,  as  the  road  was  long 
and  dusty,  and  the  weather  very  hot,  and  set  forth 
for  Starmouth,  thinking  as  he  went : 

'  Now,  ought  I  to  have  told  those  two  girls  not 
to  mention  that  I  have  made  these  inquiries? 
Hardly.  They  would  be  more  likely  to  chatter 
about  it  if  I  told  them  it  was  a  secret ;  as  it  is, 
they  may  forget.  As  one  of  them  says  this  man 
seemed  American,  and  the  other  that  he  seemed 
Irish,  it  is  probable  that  he  was  both,  allowing  for 
the  imperfection  of  their  judgment  in  such  matters. 
The  presence  of  an  Irish -American  is  distinctly  odd 
in  these  parts ;  his  going  by  that  very  train  is  dis- 
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tinctly  odder.  The  question  is,  Where  has  he 
gone  to?  That  is  what  I  want  to  know  now, 
because  a  big  man  with  an  accent  and  a  cigar  and 
a  moustache  is  not  easy  to  find  in  a  town  of  four 
million  inhabitants  of  all  conceivable  sizes  and 
colours  and  accents.  Besides,  nearly  all  Americans 
go  about  with  moustaches  and  cigars,  as  far  as  I 
have  observed,  saying  ''How?"  and  "What's  that?" 
to  people.  I  have  a  very  strong  impression  that 
he  must  have  been  a  guest  of  our  esteemed  friend 
Vane ;  probably  one  of  the  exiled  patriots  im- 
ported in  his  yacht  yesterday  afternoon.  Only  I 
don't  see  why  he  should  be  wandering  about  in  the 
Longs'  private  property,  and  killing  poor  Sir 
William.  Sir  William  can't  have  been  his  land- 
lord, anyway.  Besides,  the  present  crisis  in  British 
politics  has  made  it  a  close  time  for  landlords, 
even   over   the   water.     If   I   were   to   go   on   the 
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strength  of  former  acquaintance,  and  call  on  the 
Vanes,  now  ?  Hardly.  It  might  be  amusing,  but 
it  would  not  suit  my  present  book  to  call  attention 
to  myself.  I  don't  want  to  be  an  object  of  sus- 
picion to  Fenian  assassins  as  yet.' 

When  Shaw  got  to  Starmouth,  he  had  a  bathe 
in  the  sea,  and  then  lay  on  the  shore  to  smoke  his 
pipe  and  enjoy  that  repose  to  which  he  felt  entitled 
after  such  a  long  walk  on  such  a  hot  day.  And  he 
wrestled  with  big  problems  as  he  lay,  the  course  of 
his  thoughts  deflected  sometimes  by  recollections 
of  his  strolls  and  conversations  with  Bessie  Long 
during  those  idle  happy  hours  before  the  sudden 
horror  came,  the  secret,  swift,  and  soundless  feet 
that  passed,  and  left  desolation  behmd  them. 
And  there  appeared  again  in  his  mind  the  figure 
of  the  fine  old  Englishman,  the  upright  old-world 
gentleman,  sitting  at  the  head  of  his  own  liospit- 
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able  table  not  twenty-four  hours  ago,  enjoying  the 
dignified  ease  to  which  his  years  entitled  him ; 
English  and  Teuton  all  through,  English  in  his 
prejudices,  English  in  his  pride  of  England,  English 
in  his  Protestantism,  English  in  his  clean  hands 
and  pure  heart,  and  English  in  his  dauntless 
soul. 

Then  Shaw's  wrath  was  kindled,  and  he  knew 
that  he  would  never  cease  from  following  after  the 
assassin  till  he  had  found  him,  as  long  as  they 
twain  should  live. 

He  went  home  after  a  time,  and  ate  the  unpre- 
tentious but  sufficing  dinner  with  which  his  inn 
provided  him,  and  spent  some  time  after  dinner  in 
reading.  Later,  he  went  down  to  the  bar,  and 
loitered  a  little  over  a  pipe  and  glass  of  whisky  to 
pick  up  local  gossip  about  the  crime,  but  though 
that  was  the  principal,  if  not  the  only,  topic  of  dis- 
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course,  he  heard  nothing  which  was  either  inter- 
esting or  suggestive.  And  several  days  passed  in 
this  manner,  Shaw  waiting  for  the  information 
which  often  comes  best  unsought,  walking,  reading, 
and  bathing,  and  getting  acquainted  with  different 
people  who  might  be  of  use. 

On  Saturday  came  the  funeral  as  aforesaid.  On 
Saturday  also  reappeared  the  yacht  lerne,  and 
some  of  her  crew  were  in  the  bar  of  Shaw's  inn 
in  the  evening.  They  were  quite  ready  to  talk 
about  the  murder,  which  was  a  novelty  to  them, 
and  some  were  honestly  ignorant  of  the  whole 
matter.  Shaw  observed  that  all  whom  he  saw 
were  Irishmen,  and  gave  him  the  impression  of 
being  natives  of  Connaught — one,  indeed,  spoke 
familiarly  of  Oughterard,  and  another  of  Killery 
Bay.  Once  or  twice  two  of  them  spoke  to  one 
another  in  the  Gaelic,  in  undertones,  and  evidently 
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not  intending  to  be  understood.  When  the  land- 
lord, who  thought  himself  a  wit,  and  others  tried 
to  chaff  them  in  the  usual  delicate  way  considered 
appropriate  by  Englishmen,  who  are  surprised  and 
hurt  when  they  hear  that  Irishmen  do  not  love 
them  as  brothers,  they  took  it  pleasantly,  and 
generally,  in  a  sly  way  which  only  a  cultured  mind 
like  Shaw's  could  entirely  appreciate,  gave  back 
rather  better  than  they  got.  They  made  no  dis- 
guise whatever  of  their  expectation  and  hope  for 
Home  Rule,  and  Shaw  knew  better  than  to  argue. 
He  saw  very  well  that  these  lithe  black-haired 
*  boys '  with  the  ready  tongue,  the  sun-tanned 
skin,  and  the  dark  Celtic  eyes  that  could  speak 
were  strong  partizans,  probably  Fenians,  and  not 
likely  to  be  backward  in  a  '  physical  force '  move- 
ment. But  he  saw  equally,  as  far  as  he  coulci 
judge  human,  and  Irish  human,  nature,  that  they 
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must  be  exonerated  from  any  guilty  knowledge  of 
the  matter  he  had  at  heart. 

On  Monday  morning  he  had  occasion  to  go  into 
the  post-office,  which  was  in  Starmouth  High 
Street,  for  some  stamps.  There  were  one  or  two 
persons  there  already,  and  the  solitary  clerk  in 
attendance  was  occupied  in  making  out  a  money- 
order,  giving  change,  and  listening  to  the  muddled 
questions  and  arguments  of  an  elderly  man,  who 
could  not  be  made  to  accept  the  simple  notion,  put 
before  him  in  words  of  one  syllable,  that  if  rules 
are  made  they  must  be  kept.  So  Shaw  had  to 
wait  a  little.  While  he  was  waiting,  a  tall  man 
came  from  the  counter  where  telegraph-forms  and 
chained  pencils  lay  with  a  telegraph-form  written, 
which  he  pushed  partly  under  the  wire  screen, 
holding  the  paper  in  his  hand  so  that  most  of  the 
address  was  covered  by  his  thumb.     Shaw  was  a 
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little  behind,  and  recognised  the  man  who  had 
travelled  in  the  train  with  him,  the  man  he  had 
described  as  a  shady  Odysseus  of  Scotch  extrac- 
tion, who  had  gone  to  Crowbill.  Shaw  looked  at 
the  telegram  hurriedly,  and  read  as  fast  as  he 
could,  which  was  not  very  fast,  as  the  writing  was 
upside  down — that  is,  placed  for  the  clerk  to  read, 
not  the  customer.  What  he  succeeded  in  reading 
was,  '  Morris  Browning,  White  Lion,'  then  some- 
thing hidden  by  the  thumb,  then  '  W.'  Below  that 
came  the  message :  '  Coming  old  place  to-night. 
Will  bring  and  drop  parcel.' 

Shaw  changed  his  mind  about  the  stamps,  and 
quietly  left  the  office  before  the  man  had  looked 
round  or  recognised  him,  and  walked  straight  back 
to  the  Let  the  Bees  Live.  Here  he  wrote  down  at 
once  the  fragment  of  address,  and  the  message, 
in  order  not  to  forget  a  word  of  it.     He  saw  that 
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W.  implied  London.  What  the  White  Lion  was, 
was  of  course  some  pubHc-house.  What  the 
thumb  hid  was  the  name  of  the  street  —  the 
essential  point,  as  the  thumb's  owner  probably 
knew  when  he  concealed  it.  The  number  of 
AVhite  Lions  to  be  found  in  the  W.  district  alone 
was  probably  as  great  as  the  number  of  Americans 
with  moustaches  and  cigars.  Mr.  Morris  Brown- 
ing sounded  like  an  assumed  name — made  up  from 
the  names  of  two  well-known  poets,  no  doubt. 
Very  likely  the  man  who  left  by  the  10.18  a  few 
days  ago ;  at  any  rate,  sufficiently  likely  to  justify 
Shaw  in  following  up  the  idea,  on  the  chance 
of  being  led  to  something.  'Coming  old  place' 
probably  meant  that  someone,  presumably  the 
Scottish  gentleman,  was  going  to  London,  and' 
would  be  found  at  some  understood  rendezvous, 
not    necessarily    the    White    Lion.      The    parcel 
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might    mean    anything  —  dynamite    as    likely   as 
not. 

Shaw  consulted  the  ABC,  and  found  that  the 
one  fast  train  in  the  day  to  town  left  Shervil  at 
12.43 ;  it  was  now  between  ten  and  half  past. 
Shaw  packed  a  small  handbag  with  necessaries, 
put  his  other  possessions  into  his  portmanteau, 
asked  the  landlord  to  take  charge  of  the  latter,  and 
said  that  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  town  for  a  few 
days,  but  would  return,  writing  or  wiring  to  say 
when.  In  the  meantime,  he  w^ould  pay  what  was 
owing  up  to  the  present.  Then  he  wrote  a  note  to 
Harry  Long  to  the  effect  that  he  was  called  away 
for  a  few^  days,  but  would  return  to  Starmouth. 
He  decided  that  it  did  not  much  matter  whether 
the  man  who  sent  the  telegram  travelled  to  town 
by  the  12.43  train  or  not.  The  probability  was 
that  he  would  do  so. 
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Shaw's  plan  of  proceeding  was  this.  An  omni- 
bus started  from  the  Eoyal  Stag  Hotel  in  the  High 
Street  to  catch  the  12.43  train  at  Shervil.  He 
engaged  the  box-seat  on  this,  and  was  conveyed 
to  the  station.  He  intended  going  to  town  in  any 
case,  but  was  encouraged  by  seeing  a  fly  drive  up 
with  the  tall  Scotchman  and  a  small,  keen-eyed, 
dark  man  with  a  black  spiked  moustache  whom  he 
did  not  know  by  sight — no  doubt  another  of  those 
suspicious  Crowbill  guests.  They  took  second- 
class  single  tickets  to  London,  and  Shaw  followed 
their  example.  Now,  in  the  train,  which  came  up 
from  Exeter,  and  was  going  rid  Salisbury  and 
Basingstoke,  a  part  only  was  destined  to  go  all  the 
way  to  Waterloo,  and  in  this  part  there  was  only 
one  second-class  smoking-compartment,  and  into 
that,  consequently,  Shaw  and  the  other  two  got. 
There  were  one  or  two  travellers  in  it  already,  but 
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they  got  out  on  the  way,  at  Basingstoke.  Shaw 
intended,  on  getting  to  London,  to  look  up  all  the 
White  Lions  in  the  W.  district  in  the  directory, 
and  see  if  any  one  or  more  of  them  was  kept  by 
anyone  with  a  suggestively  Irish  name — rather  a 
wild-goose  chase,  evidently — and  then  to  pump  a 
certain  journalistic  acquaintance  of  his  called  Phil 
Whelan,  a  good-natured  man  of  intemperate  habits 
who  had  for  a  short  time  been  in  Parliament,  and 
was  supposed  to  know  all  the  '  boys '  in  a  general 
way,  and  a  good  deal  of  current  political  gossip  as 
well.  Whelan  was  not  likely  to  know  any  secrets 
of  great  importance,  but  he  was  very  likely  to 
know  all  the  common  London  resorts  of  patriots, 
and  the  knowledge  he  possessed  would  not  be  very 
difficult  to  extract  from  him. 

In  the  meantime,  as  he  travelled  in  the  train, 
additions  and  improvements  to  this  plan  occurred 
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to  him,  as  will  appear.  Of  course  he  and  Mac- 
gregor  nodded  to  one  another  as  casual  acquaint- 
ances, though  neither  knew  the  other's  name,  and 
spoke  of  the  weather,  and  the  beauty  of  the 
scenery  at  Starmouth.  Shaw  suppressed  the  fact 
that  he  had  ever  known  the  Vanes,  and  soon,  so 
to  speak  by  gravitation,  the  conversation  settled  on 
the  recent  murder.  Shaw  observed  that  the  thing 
was  very  mysterious,  and  hinted  that  he  had  heard 
it  said  in  the  town  that  a  strange  man  had  left 
Shervil  by  the  last  train  for  London  on  the  night 
of  the  crime.  Here  both  the  others  seemed  inter- 
ested, and  the  Scotchman  asked  what  sort  of  a 
man.  Shaw  replied  that  he  hadn't  an  idea,  upon 
which  the  interest  of  each  seemed  to  dwindle,  and 
the  smaller  man  said  that  it  was  not  very  likely 
that  the  person  would  ever  be  discovered  under 
such  circumstances. 
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In  the  course  of  further  conversation,  it  appeared 
that  the  smaller  man  (to  save  circumlocution  he 
will  be  called  Stevens  for  the  future,  it  being  under- 
stood that  he  was  only  '  the  smaller  man '  to  Shaw) 
was  a  stranger  in  London,  whereon  Macgregor 
offered  to  recommend  a  hotel,  and  drop  him  at  it, 
if  he  would  come  in  the  same  cab,  which  Stevens 
accepted. 

When  they  arrived  at  Waterloo,  it  appeared  that 
Macgregor  had  a  portmanteau  in  the  luggage-van, 
which,  of  course,  occasioned  a  little  delay.  Shaw 
took  advantage  of  that  delay  to  select  a  smart- 
looking  hansom,  and  tell  the  driver  to  follow 
another  cab  which  he  would  point  out. 

'You  will  go  empty,  you  see,  so  that  you  can 
crawl  or  drive  fast  just  as  may  be  necessary,  with- 
out it  seeming  odd.  Most  likely  one  of  the  gentle- 
men will  be  dropped  somewhere,  while  the  other 
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will  go  on.  Notice  where  the  one  is  dropped,  but 
follow  the  other,  as  far  as  he  goes.  Then  come 
and  tell  me  all  about  it  to-morrow  morning  at  this 
address.  Here's  half  a  quid  on  account,  and  you 
shall  have  the  other  half  to-morrow  morning,  if 
you  do  it  all  right.     Understand  ?' 

'  Yes,  sir;  rawther.' 

'  Well,  there  they  are,  tall  dark  man  and  short 
dark  man  with  waxed  moustache,  with  a  porter  fol- 
lowing with  a  bag  and  portmanteau.     Spot  them  ?' 

*  Yes,  sir.' 

'  All  right.  Well,  I  don't  want  to  be  seen  talk- 
ing to  you.     Don't  lose  my  address.' 

'  Eight,  sir  !' 

And  Shaw  walked  away  with  his  bag  up  the 
steps  leading  to  the  departure  platform,  from  which 
advantageous  position  he  watched  his  plan  being 
carried  out. 
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The  address  he  had  given  was  a  club  to  which 
he  belonged,  where  a  bedroom  might  be  obtained. 
Shaw's  home  was  in  London,  but  he  did  not  wish 
his  relatives  to  know  he  was  in  town,  that  would 
only  embarrass  his  movements.  He  wanted  to 
be  free  night  and  day  to  do  whatever  might  be 
required  by  the  conditions  of  the  duty  he  had 
imposed  on  himself.  It  might  also  be  added  that 
Shaw  had  made  a  practice  and  pastime  of  exploring 
and  making  himself  acquainted  with  all  parts  of 
London,  both  from  an  antiquarian  and  a  modern 
interest  in  that  town,  and  that  his  consequent 
knowledge  of  it  was  intimate  and  vast.  He  knew 
the  London  of  Elizabeth,  of  the  Stuarts,  of  the 
Hanoverians,  of  Dickens,  and  of  to-day  ;  and  could 
tell  you  who  was  born,  or  lived,  or  died  in  which 
house,  and  what  used  to  stand  where  something 
else  now  stands,  and  what  was  the  origin  of  the 
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strange  names  which  appear  still  in  apparently 
inappropriate  surroundings.  And  a  knowledge  of 
London  was  naturally  very  useful  to  him  on  an 
occasion  like  the  present. 

Having  engaged  a  bedroom  at  the  club  and  left 
his  bag  there,  he  strolled  away  towards  the  Strand, 
where  he  began  the  search  for  Mr.  Phil  Whelan. 
That  was  a  simple  task.  You  took  Ludgate  Circus 
or  Charing  Cross  as  a  starting-point,  and  '  drew ' 
the  different  houses  of  refreshment  until  you  found 
him  in  one  of  them.  Shaw  went  first  to  the 
Gaiety,  where  he  did  not  see  Whelan,  but  had 
some  food.  It  was  near  six  now,  and  he  had  had 
nothing  since  breakfast.  Then  he  looked  in  at  the 
door  of  the  Wellington,  passed  on,  and  tried  the 
Vienna  Lager  Beer  Saloon.  There  his  quarry  was, 
a  fine  tall  man  by  nature,  but  shaky  and  untidy 
and  unshaven  by  usage,  leaning  with  one  hand  on 
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a  table,  and  grasping  a  glass  of  '  teacher '  in  the 
other.  Whelan  was  on  the  extreme  verge  of 
sobriety,  and  grasped  Shaw's  hand  with  a  nervous 
heartiness. 

'  How  are  ye,  surr  ?'  he  said.  '  I've  not  been 
seeing  you  this  long  whoile.' 

Shaw  and  Whelan  had  once  been  schoolboys 
together  in  Belfast,  but  the  changes  and  chances 
of  years  had  taken  them  asunder. 

'  I'm  very  well.     Are  you  prosperous  ?' 

'  I'm  as  prosperous  as  I  can  expect  to  be 
There's  some  pneumonia  here  I  have  to  take  home 
with  me,'  he  said,  tapping  his  chest ;  '  what  are  ye 
doan'  now  ?' 

'  I  came  to  see  you.  I  drew  three — no,  two — 
houses  licensed  pursuant  to  Act  of  George  II. 
before  I  found  you.' 

'  And  are  ye  goan'  to  give  me  a  drink,  Jim  ?' 
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*  How  long  is  it  since  you  had  any  grub, 
Phil?' 

'  Oh,  I  don't  know  at  all.  I  think  I  had  a  x>citty 
de  foy  grail  sandwich  at  twelve. ' 

*  Come  upstairs  inside,  and  have  a  decent  meal 
and  a  lager.  That's  much  better  for  pneumonia 
than  "teacher  "  on  an  empty  stomach.' 

'  Ah,  you're  a  man  !' 

And  they  went  into  the  long  inner  room,  where 
Shaw  ordered  for  Whelan  such  things  as  he  thought 
the  poor  creature's  morbid  digestion  could  assimi- 
late, while  Phil's  fingers  twiddled  tremulously  the 
ends  of  his  muddy  brown  moustache,  and  his  kindly 
but  moist  blue  eyes  glanced  about  and  behind  him 
in  a  fidgety  way.  Phil  Whelan  had  the  kindest 
face  that  ever  man  looked  on,  and  a  good  intellect 
and  an  original  and  poetic  imagination  ;  but  he 
was  a  big  child  in  roaring  London  town,  and  no 
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one  was  there  to  take  care  of  him,  and  he  became 
a  lost  child,  alone  in  the  dark,  where  poverty, 
failure,  dirt,  and  drunkenness  peep  and  haunt  and 
follow,  yet  those  who  knew  him  best  loved  him 
best.     He  is  in  the  light  now. 

Paasing  over  the  intermediate  conversation,  it 
may  be  said  that  when  Shaw  took  occasion  to 
say:' 

'  By  the  way,  I  suppose  you  know  the  White 
Lion  ?' 

'  What,  Katey  Hynes's  ?' 

'Yes,'  replied  Shaw  at  a  venture. 

'  Eather.     Sure  she's  Peter  Eowan's  daughter.' 

Shaw  thought  that  was  enough.  He  could  get 
the  street  now  from  the  Directory.  However,  he 
added : 

'  Perhaps  you  know  Mr.  Browning  ?' 

'  What,  the  powut  ?' 
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'  No,  Mr.  Morris  Browning.' 

*Look  here,  me  son,  what  are  you  gettin'  at? 
Who've  ye  bin  talkin'  to  ?' 

'  Nobody  in  particular.     Why  ?' 

'  That's  the  name  someone  in  danger  takes 
among — the  boys,  you  know.  There's  been  many 
a  Mawrus  Browning  at  Peter  Eowan's  before  now, 
up  in  his  big  attic.  I  don't  know  who'd  be  usin  'ut 
now.  I'm  past  all  those  times.  The  boys  wouldn't 
trust  me  with  anything  now.  They  know  I'm  a 
fool,  and  they  think  if  I'd  a  repeater  and  a  bay'nut 
given  me  I'd  swop  ut  for  whisky.' 

Having  got  as  much  as  he  could  expect 
out  of  poor  Phil  Whelan,  Shaw  soon  afterwards 
left.  In  the  morning,  while  he  was  at  break- 
fast, the  cabman  arrived.  His  story  was  as 
follows : 

*  We  druv  along  York  Road,  sir,  and  over  West- 
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minster  Bridge,  and  along  the  Embenkment,  and 
up  the  Evenue  to  the  'Otel  Capitole,  second  block 
on  the  near  side,  and  the  little  un  was  puddown. 
T'other,  went  to  the  Gyety  and  give  one  0'  them 
pyper  cheps  two-d.  for  tykin'  of  his  bag  up  to 
the  clowk-reum — thet's  up  the  steers  at  the  big 
intrance,  ye  know.' 

*Yes.' 

'  Then  I  wyted  abaht  and  crawled  round  the 
cawner  of  Cathy-Ehine  Street  till  'e  come  aht,  and 
if  a  copper  said  anythink,  "  'Gjged !"  I  says. 
"Ow!"  'e  says.  "  Yus,"  I  says,  "thet's  raht." 
"Ow!"  'e  says,  "is  it?"  'e  says.  "Yus,"  I  says. 
"  Gow  owm  and  bile  yer  liver  for  the  ket's  tea,"  I 
says.  "Noneo'  your  lip,"  'e  says.  "Now,  sir," 
I  says,  "  I  wouldn't  sye  anything  disrespeckful  to  a 
thurrer  gentleman  and  a  'ensome-made  men  like 
you.     I  knows  my  plyce  better."     And  so,  sir,  one 
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wy  and  'nother  I  pawssed  the  tahm  agribble 
enough.  Then  I  got  the  Eckei'-hoj  to  mmd  keb 
whiles  I  'ed  a  pint  of  fower  awf  with  two  a  gin  in 
it  and  a  drop  of  peppermint  at  the  Two  Spies. 
And  soon  awfter  I  done  that,  the  gentleman  come 
out  with  another  gentleman,  not  so  tall,  a  furrener, 
with  a  brown  beard,  and  they  'ails  me,  and  'as  the 
beg  brought  dahn  agin."  ' 

'  Lucky  chance,  their  hailing  you.' 

'  Now,  sir,  I  was  a-leadin'  for  it.  Worn't  no 
chawnce  at  all.  And  I  tykes  them  to  an  'ouse  in 
Pentonville  Koad — not  a  pub,  a  lodgin',  I  took  it 
for — and  they  goes  in  there,  keeps  me,  and  says 
they'll  be  abaht  a  quarter  of  a  lioiir ;  so  I  goes 
and  'as  a  drop  a  stout,  while  a  boy  watched  the 
keb — I'd  putt  the  nosebag  on.  Then  they  comes 
out  with  a  wooden  box,  very  keerful ;  not  a  per- 
tickly  lawge  box,  but  'eavy,  and  libelled  "  Glawss, 
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with  keer.  This  sahd  ep."  And  I  tykes  'em 
to  an  'ouse  in  Sowow  —  Old  Compton  Street, 
So  wow.' 

'  The  AYhite  Lion  ?' 

'  The  very  syme,  sir.  And  they  goes  in  there, 
and  pays  me  my  fire,  and  awsts  me  wot  I'd  'ev,  so 
I  'ad  a  drop  o'  gin  and  gingerbeer.  Tlien  I  didn't 
know  but  what  they  maht  kem  aht  agen,  so  I 
fetched  the  keb  up  agin  the  kerb  on  the  near  side 
at  another  'ouse,  where  a  boot-boy  watched  it,  so 
as  I  could  know  if  they  come  aht  from  the  White 
Lion,  and  I  'ad  a  drop  0'  rum  and  milk,  and  a  look 
at  Simwtin  Lahf.  Well,  sir,  I  give  'em  till  'leven 
o'clock,  and  neither  of  'em  kem  aht,  so  I  'ad  a 
drop  a  gin  cowld  with  a  chep  I'd  pelled  with  in  the 
pub  as  give  me  a  tip  on  the  Broken- wind  'Endie- 
kep,  and  then  I  chucked  it,  as  a  copper  kem  syin' 
somethink  nawsty  abaht  leavin'  my  keb ,  and  druv 
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off  furious  up  Shawfsbry  Evenue.  'Ope  I  done  wot 
you  wanted,  sir  ?' 

'  Yes ;  I'm  much  obliged  to  you.  Here's  the 
other  half-sovereign  I  promised.' 

'Thanky,  sir;  you're  a  gentleman.  'Ev  my 
cawd,  sir,  'gainst  you  might  want  me  agin  ?' 

'  Thanks ;  good-morning.' 


CHAPTEE  YIII. 


THE      WHITE      LION. 


Shaw  was  elated  at  the  success  which  had  so  far 
attended  his  researches,  and  reasonably  proud  of 
the  ingenuity  which  had  suggested  the  means  of 
conducting  them.  The  results  arrived  at  he 
summed  up  as  follows : 

The  "White  Lion  is  a  resort  of  Irish  conspirators 
and  their  sympathizers. 

The  name  Morris  Browning  is  that  of  a  refugee 
from  the  law  (law  =  ' trouble  '  in  Whelan's  ver- 
nacular). 

The  present  Morris  Browning  is  most  likely  the 
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man  who  left  Shervil  by  the  10.18  on  the  night  of 
the  crime. 

The  next  obvious  step  was  to  find  out  if  Mr. 
Morris  Browning  answered  the  description  given 
by  the  two  young  women  and  the  porter  at  Shervil 
Station.  The  matter  of  the  Scotchman,  the  '  fur- 
rener,'  and  the  box  labelled  '  glass,  with  care,' 
were  provocative  of  suspicion,  but  impertinent  to 
the  immediate  issue. 

Consequently  Shaw  turned  his  steps  towards  Old 
Compton  Street  with  the  intention  of  either  seeing 
Mr.  Morris  Browning,  or  getting  a  description  of 
him.  It  occurred  to  him  that  this  would  require 
much  tact,  which  he  flattered  himself  he  had,  and 
some  courage,  in  which  he  believed  he  was  not 
wholly  deficient.  But  he  reflected  that  he  was 
perfectly  free  to  enter  a  licensed  public-house, 
that  it  was  a  common  enough  thing  to  do,  and 
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that  in  any  case  there  was  a  street  full  of  m- 
habitants,  and  a  policeman  not  far  off  in  case  of 
violence. 

*  Moreover,'  he  concluded,  'I've  the  use  of 
my  hands,  and  I  fancy  I  could  walk  into 
something  more  formidable  than  the  White 
Lion's  dirty  work  to  be  of  any  service  to  Bessie 
Long.' 

You  see,  loyalist  and  Cambridge  graduate  and  so 
forth  as  he  was,  Shaw  was  an  Irishman  after  all 
by  nature,  or  perhaps  he  would  not  have  assumed 
vengeance  to  be  such  an  object  and  such  a  conso- 
lation to  the  bereaved  family  in  general,  and  to  the 
girl  he  loved  in  particular.  Wherefore  he  walked 
into  the  bar  of  the  White  Lion,  and  asked  for  a 
glass  of  bitter.  There  was  no  one  just  then  in  the 
small,  dingy,  sawdust-carpeted  compartment,  and 
he  was  served  by  a  shy,  rather  good-looking,  dark 
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girl,  whom  he  asked,  after  prehminaries  about  the 
weather : 

*  Is  Mr.  Morris  Browning  still  staying  here  ?' 

'  I  don't  know,  sir  ;  I've  only  been  here  a  very 
short  time.' 

Was  this  true,  or  was  it  caution  ? 

'You  don't  remember  hearing  the  name  at 
all  ?' 

'  No,  sir  ;  I  don't  know  the  names  of  any  of  the 
gentlemen  that  use  here.  I'm  quite  new  to  the 
business.' 

'  Ah,  I  wonder  how  I  could  find  out  ?' 

*Mrs.  Hynes  would  know,  sir.  She's  out  just 
now,  but  I'm  expecting  her  in  every  minute  ;  she 
only  stepped  out  to  buy  some  vegetables  a  little 
while  ago.' 

'  I  see.  Well,  I'll  wait  a  minute  or  two,  if  you 
don't  mind  ?' 


THE  WHITE  LION  95 

'  Certainly,  sir.' 

'  I  don't  think,  if  it's  not  a  rude  question,  that 
you  are  a  London  girl  ?' 

'  Oh  no,  sir ;  I'm  quite  new  to  London.  I  like 
the  country  best.' 

'  I  wonder,  now,  if  you  come  from  my  country?' 

'  No,  sir  ;  I've  never  been  there.' 

'  How  in  the  world  do  you  know  ?' 

'  You're  an  Irish  gentleman,  sir,  are  you 
not?' 

'  Well,  I  am ;  but  what  sorcery  told  you 
that?' 

'  Well,  you  must  excuse  me  for  making  such  a 
remark,  but  you  sometimes,  just  a  little,  speak  like 
one.  I've  heard  a  good  many  Irish  gentlemen 
speaking  since  I've  been  in  business  here.' 

*  I  dare  say  you  have.  And  you  detect  a  brogue 
in  me  ?' 
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'  I  shouldn't  call  it  a  brogue.  It's  the  tone  of 
your  voice  sometimes,  and  the  way  you  say  certain 
words.' 

'  I  see.' 

'  This,'  thought  Shaw,  '  I  never  thought  of.  It 
may  advantage  me  with  Mrs.  Hynes.' 

'  What  are  you,  then  ?'  added  he.  '  You  hardly 
look  English.  Pardon  my  continuing  to  be  so 
personal.' 

'  Don't  mention  it,  sir.  There  was  a  gentleman 
here  last  night  who  spoke  my  language,'  she  added 
with  a  shy  smile. 

Here  a  customer  entered. 

'  Eeally  ?    And  may  one  ask ' 

'  Tute  can't  rokker  the  jib  shon  mande,  Rija,^ 
replied  the  girl,  laughing. 

'  Tatcho  /'  replied  a  somewhat  familiar  male  voice 
behind  Shaw.     '  Kushto  Bak  mi  chavvi  /' 
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Shaw  turned,  and  saw  the  little  man  with  the 
black  moustache,  unspiked  this  time.  Each  was 
suq^rised  to  meet  the  other.     Stevens  said  : 

'  My  fellow-traveller  of  yesterday,  I  see.  Strange 
place  to  meet  you  in.' 

'Just  what  I  was  going  to  remark.' 

'Here's  Mrs.  Hynes,  sir,'  said  the  girl. 

Mrs.  Hynes  came  in,  a  stoutish  woman  approach- 
ing middle  age,  dowdy  in  appearance,  and  carrying 
a  basket  of  marketings.  She  exhibited  a  Dublin 
accent. 

'Oh,  good-morning,'  said  Shaw.  'I  only  wanted 
to  ask  if  Mr.  Morris  Browning  was  still  staying 
here.' 

Mrs.  Hynes  stared  at  Shaw,  Stevens  became 
suddenly  keenly  interested,  and  Mrs.  Hynes 
said  : 

'  I  don't  know  the  name  at  all.' 
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'  Sure  she  takes  you  for  a  polus-man  !'  observed 
Stevens,  suddenly  assuming  a  perfectly  convincing 
Liffey  twang,  something  between  the  '  corner  boy ' 
and  a  fairly  educated  man. 

Mrs.  Hynes  took  refuge  in  an  inner  room. 

*  I  think  you  were  a  friend  of  the  late  Sir  W.  L.?' 
said  Stevens  further,  dropping  again  into  his 
natural  manner  of  speech. 

*  I  was,'  said  Shaw,  puzzled. 

'  Interested  in  the  mysterious  case,  no  doubt  ?' 

*Yes.     Oh,  certainly !' 

Here  the  girl  in  the  bar  began  to  listen  to  the 
conversation,  to  which  she  had  previously  been 
indifferent. 

'You  think  there's  something  more  than  a 
common  vulgar  crime  there — something  the  local 
police  would  not  be  likely  to  imagine  ?' 

'  I  think  so.' 


THE   WHITE  LION  99 

'  So  do  I.' 

'  And  I  would  give  a  good  deal  to  find  out  and 
cop  the  beggars,'  added  Shaw  firmly. 

'  So  would  I,'  replied  Stevens  in  a  tone  in- 
audible to  the  girl,  who  was  evidently  paying 
attention. 

*Eeally?  May  I  ask  why  you  discuss  this 
matter  with  me  at  all  ?' 

'  I  must  think  about  the  answer  I  will  give  you 
to  that.     You  are  Mr. — Shaw,  I  think  ?' 

'  Well,  you  seem  to  know  all  about  it.  Go 
on.' 

'  Something — we  will  pass  over  what — led  you 
to  connect  this  hospitable  tavern  with  the  name  of 
a  great  poet — I  speak  darkly  for  obvious  reasons — 
I  should  say  a  great  poet  and  a  lesser  one — and 
that  name  with  certain  matters  you  desire  to  eluci- 
date?' 
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'  Connected,  I  trust,  ultimately  with  a  wreath 
—  of  hemp  —  near  the  tomb  of  that  great 
poet.' 

Shaw  and  Stevens  were  examining  each  other 
closely,  with  a  view  to  guessing  how  much  each 
could  trust  the  other. 

'  Now,  Mr.  Shaw,  will  you  kindly  allow  me  to 
have  a  short  interview  with  you,  not  here,  but  in  a 
public  thoroughfare,  within  easy  reach  of  a  police- 
man, that  you  may  know  that  no  ambuscades  or 
violence  are  to  be  looked  for  ?' 

'  Very  well.  I  don't  say  that  I  have  anything 
of  interest  to  say,  though.' 

And  they  left  the  White  Lion. 

'  Now,  Mr.  Shaw,  I  know  you  are  a  gentleman,  a 
University  man,  no  doubt  of  distinction  in  your 
own  line,  a  loyal  subject  and  a  faithful  friend.  I 
know  some  of  those  things,  and  I  deduce  the  rest 
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from  your  proceedings,  and  from  my  general  ex- 
perience of  human  nature.  But  you  don't  make 
at  all  a  good  detective.  You  ought  not  to  go  to  a 
place  like  that  and  blurt  out  a  name.  It  will 
put  them  on  their  guard,  and  give  the  trouble 
perhaps  of  chivying  them  into  some  other  place. 
Now,  if  you  can  help  me,  I'll  help  you.' 

'  This  is  all  very  fine,  my  friend ;  but  who  are 
you,  and  what  are  you  up  to  ?' 

'You  see,'  continued  Stevens  imperturbably,  as 
they  turned  into  AVardour  Street  and  walked  slowly 
towards  Leicester  Square,  '  Katey  Hynes  is  sure  to 
mention  that  a  strange  man  has  been  asking  after 
Morris  Browning,  and  that  will  make  trouble.  Me 
she  will  describe  as  a  Dublin  boy,  perhaps  an  in- 
former, but  that  won't  matter,  as  it  will  mislead 
from  a  guess  at  the  truth.  You  she  will  represent 
as — let  me  see,  you  don't  look  like  a   D.I.  or  a 
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sergeant.  She'll  say  you  are  some  kind  of  a 
lawyer.  What  a  pity  you  asked  for  Morris  Brown- 
ing !  Having  found  out  so  much — for  you  have 
found  out  a  good  deal  for  an  amateur,  perhaps 
partly  by  luck — to  give  it  all  away  so  easily  !  It's 
blasphemous !' 

'  Again,  may  I  ask  who  the  devil  you  are,  and 
what  the  devil  you  want  ?  That  part  of  the  plot 
remains  obscure.' 

'  Now,  sir,  will  you  give  me  your  word,  as  a 
gentleman,  that  you  will  regard  what  I  tell  you 
as  confidential,^  provided  it  involves  you  in  no 
compounding,  misprision  or  condonation  of  any 
offence  against  the  Queen's  peace,  her  throne,  and 
dignity  ?' 

'  Very  well.' 

*  Now  recollect,  I  am  doing  something  very  like 
putting  my  life  in  your  hands.' 
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'  But,  my  dear  sir,  my  hands  are  quite  full 
enough  without  that.' 

'  It  is  necessary.  Circumstances  have  thrown  us 
togetlier  in  a  peculiar  way,  and  each  is  probably  in 
a  position  to  help  the  other.  I  am  going  to  give 
you  my  confidence  in  the  hope  of  subsequently 
gaining  yours.' 

*  I  make  no  promises.' 

'  No.  I  did  not  ask  you  for  any,  beyond  keeping 
what  I  tell  you  to  yourself.  I  am  a  member,  and 
a  high  member,  of  the  H.Q.A.  That  is  an  anagram 
— I  should  say  a  cipher  transposition  of  I.E.B., 
meaning  the  Irish  Kepublican  Brotherhood.' 

'  Ah,  some  monastic  order,  no  doubt  ?' 

'  Just  so,  and  the  abbot,  lives  in  Chicago.' 

'  But  I  say,  recollect  your  own  conditions,  my 
friend.     What  price  misprision  of  treason  ?' 

'  Oh,  you  will  see  in  a  minute  !     I  am  not  an 
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Irishman,  as  you  can  probably  tell.  I  am  as  loyal 
a  subject  of  Queen  Victoria  as  you  are,  and  I  have 
been  working  this  business  in  America  for  the  last 
five  years.' 

'  For  a  consideration  ?' 

*  Don't  deny  that  the  Government  pays  me.  I 
am  not  a  rich  man.  What  do  you  think  Secret 
Service  Money  is  voted  for  ?' 

'  You  are  in  short  what  is  known  as  an  approver 
or  informer  ?' 

*  Not  quite.  He  is  generally  a  person  who  gives 
away  his  own  friends  to  save  himself  and  to  get  a 
reward.  Now  I  have  gone  into  the  thing  from 
conviction,  from  the  outset,  and  never  changed 
my  purpose,  whatever  the  risks  and  difficulties.  I 
began  as  a  spy  in  the  camp  of  what  I  have  con- 
tinuously and  consistently  regarded  as  the  enemy, 
and  I  am  one  still.     I  dare  say  you  think  it  a  very 
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contemptible  occupation,  but  I  think  it  a  noble  one. 
I  undergo  that  contemptuous  toleration  from  loyal 
subjects  as  well  as  daily  danger  of  my  life  from  the 
other  parties.  That  is  the  reward  for  putting  such 
talents  as  I  possess,  and  my  own  life,  at  the  disposal 
of  a  set  of  unscrupulous  enemies  of  England,  in 
order  to  baffle  their  plots  and  often  save  the  lives 
and  security  of  the  comfortable  respectable  English 
public,  who  give  very  little  consideration  to  the 
matter.' 

'  I  think  your  vindication  is  perfectly  fair,  but 
will  you  pardon  my  asking  an  entire  stranger  how 
I  am  to  know  that  you  actually  are  what  you 
represent  yourself  to  be  ?' 

'A  natural  question.  Well,  I  suppose  you  are 
convinced  from  the  places  and  the  company  you 
have  seen  me  in  that  I  know  something  of  these 
matters,  but  you  want  to  be  assured  of  the  genuine- 
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ness  of  my  pretension  to  be  in  the  confidence  of 
the  Government  ?' 

*  Quite  so.' 

*  Very  good.  You  see  that  man  coming  up  the 
street  towards  us  and  Old  Compton  Street  ?' 

'  Yes.' 

'  He  is  Inspector  Keogh,  of  the  C.I.D.,  going  to 
join  an  E.I.C.  man  in  Old  Compton  Street,  to  have 
anybody  suspicious  leaving  or  entering  the  White 
Lion  pointed  out  to  him  and  identified.  He  will 
tell  you.  And  I  could  hardly  have  foreseen  that  I 
should  require  to  convince  you  of  this,  and  so  have 
prearranged  it  all,  could  I  ?' 

They  met  the  man  pointed  out,  and  Stevens  said 
something  in  an  undertone  to  Inspector  Keogh,  a 
reddish-fair,  thin-faced  little  man  with  a  short 
beard  and  large  blue  eyes,  who  turned  to  Shaw 
and  said : 
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'This  is  my  card  and  authority,  sir.  It's  all 
right.     Quite  right  to  be  careful,  too.' 

And  he  passed  on. 

'  Very  well,'  said  Shaw,  '  I  am  convinced.  Come 
to  a  restaurant  and  have  some  lunch,  and  we  will 
talk.' 

'  Thank  you.  I  shall  be  delighted.  By  the  way, 
my  name  is  Stevens.  It's  not  my  real  name,  but 
I  find  it  useful  and  inoffensive.' 

They  went  into  the  Hotel  de  Florence  in  Kupert 
Street  and  ate  a  seconda  collazione  or  dejeuner  a  la 
fourchette,  irrigated  with  Barolo  and  followed  by 
'  long  Virginias  '  and  a  candlestick.  During  the 
repast  Shaw  told  what  we  know  already,  as  far  as 
his  personal  share  in  the  matter  went,  and  Stevens' 
bright  dark  eyes  were  full  of  eager  and  changing 
expression.  When  Shaw  had  finished  his  recital, 
which   was  told  in  his  gravely  facetious  manner. 
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with  lapses  into  graceful  irrelevancies  into  which 
he  was  tempted  by  some  jack  o'lantern  of  style, 
phrase  or  allusion,  Stevens  said  : 

'  Very  good  indeed,  and  very  interesting,  Mr. 
Shaw.  Now  let  me  see  if  I  can't  dot  your  i's  and 
cross  your  f's.' 

'Dot  your  eyes!'  observed  Shaw  meditatively; 
*  wouldn't  that  make  rather  a  happy  objurgation  ?' 

'  Do  let  us  be  serious,  Mr.  Shaw.' 

'  Certainly.  By  the  way,  how  did  you  find  out 
my  name  ?' 

'  Well,  as  you  had  a  leather  label  to  your  bag 
with  "J.  E.  Shaw,  Trin.  Coll.,  Camb."  on  it, 
and  as  we  travelled  in  the  same  compartment,  it 
was  a  little  obvious,  was  it  not  ?' 

'And  it  was  on  the  strength  of  that  that  you 
worked  the  omniscience  spoof  on  me  this  morn- 
ing?' 
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*  That  is  all.  But  people  don't  always  think  of 
these  simple  little  tricks.  Many  people  don't  think 
at  all.  But  to  come  to  the  point.  I  came  from 
America  to  Paris,  from  Paris  to  Boulogne,  and 
from  Boulogne  to  Starmouth.  The  sea- voyage  was 
done  in  Vane's  yacht.  The  man  that  came  with 
me,  and  the  man,  no  doubt,  who  left  by  the  last 
train    that   night,   now   in    hiding   at   the   White 

Lion ' 

'  Regarded  as  a  hiding-place — the  White  Ostrich.' 
'  As  Morris  Browning,  is  Mike  Doherty,  gener- 
ally called  Captain  Doherty.  He  was  in  trouble 
in  Ireland  in  '65  or  '66,  and  was  also  in  the 
Federal  army  in  the  Civil  War.  Since  that 
time  he  has  been  a  soldier  of  fortune  and  a  con- 
spirator by  turns.  Vane  was  with  him  a  good 
deal.  They  picked  up  a  lot  of  money  filibustering 
in   South   America   a   few   years   ago,    and   that's 
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where  Mrs.  Vane  comes  in.  But  I  was  told 
Doherty  had  gone  back  to  France,  and  the  yacht 
disappeared  to  make  it  seem  likely.  That  means 
that  they  suspect  me.  I  had  no  idea,  till  you  told 
me,  that  Doherty  had  gone  to  London.  That 
explains  several  things.  It  is  quite  possible  in 
this  connection  that  you  have  been  the  means  of 
saving  my  life,  Mr.  Shaw.' 

'Very  gratifying,  I'm  sure.  But  go  on.' 
*  The  long  Scotchman  is  General  Konald  Mac- 
gregor,  another  old  filibusterer,  and  a  great  friend 
of  Doherty  and  Vane.  He  doesn't  care  a  scrap 
about  Ireland,  but  he'll  fight  faithfully  for  anyone 
who  pays  him.  They've  probably  engaged  him  to 
organize  and  drill  men  for  a  rising.  The  German 
whom  Macgregor  picked  up  at  the  Gaiety  is  most 
likely  Dr.  Pohlmann,  a  dirty  little  Chicago  Anarchist, 
who's  going  to  cook  up  high  explosives  and  smoke- 
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less  powder,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  at  Crowhill. 
Yacht  handy,  you  see,  to  convey  things  to  Ireland 
if  necessary.' 

'  And  this  gang  are  going  to  upset  the  British 
Empire  ?' 

'  That's  the  idea.' 

a  see.     Well?' 

*  Somehow  or  other  they  must  have  spotted  me 
when  I  was  at  Crowhill,  so  Doherty,  against  whom 
there  is  a  true  bill  for  T.  F.  owing,  bolts  to  London 
under  guise  of  bolting  to  France,  to  warn  Pohlmann, 
who  was  no  doubt  on  the  point  of  coming  down  to 
Starmouth  with  his  "  glass  with  care,"  and  hides 
himself  at  the  White  Lion — as  if  I  didn't  know 
Katey  Hynes's  !  However,  I  kidded  them  I  was  a 
stranger  in  London,  as  you  heard  in  the  train 
yesterday.' 

'  What  did  you  want  there  this  morning  ?     Be- 
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cause  yon  didn't  then  know  Mr.  Morris  Michael 
Doherty  was  there.' 

'I  wanted  to  find  out  if  Macgregor  had  gone 
there.  Not  knowing  then,  mind,  as  I  do  now,  that 
Macgregor  and  Co.  suspect  me.' 

*  What  do  you  think  they'll  do  now  ?' 

'  Now  ?  Oh,  something  stupid.  They'll  leave 
Mrs.  Hynes's  and  go  to  Pohlmann's  lodgings  in 
Pentonville  Road  most  likely,  for  safety,  having  no 
idea  that  they  have  been  traced  there  already, 
thanks  to  your  promptitude  and  smartness.' 

'  But  supposing  they  go  to  some  new  place,  say 
Dalston  or  Camberwell  ?' 

'  Keogh  will  look  after  that.' 

'  But  why  don't  the  police  go  straight  in  and 
arrest  them  ?' 

'  Impatient  as  usual !  You  want  to  pull  fruit  off 
when  it  will  fall  of   itself  if  you  give  it  time  to 
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ripen.  There  is  no  evidence  at  present.  We  don't 
know  officially  that  the  foreign  gentleman  really  is 
Pohlmann,  or  whether  his  "  glass  with  care  "  isn't 
some  samples  of  chandelier- dazzles.  I  am  not 
perfectly  certain,  even,  that  Morris  Browning  is 
Doherty,  until  somebody  sees  him  who  can  identify 
him.  And  if  he^s  run  in  on  the  old  charge,  it  will 
only  cause  a  general  scuttle,  and  we  shall  lose  the 
whole  bag,  and  no  court  would  be  hard  on  a  man 
for  taking  part  as  a  lad  in  an  abortive  Fenian 
shindy  twenty  years  ago,  and  he'd  be  difficult 
to  identify  or  convict,  too.  About  this  murder 
now :  do  you  know  that  the  man  Lee  has  dis- 
appeared from  Starmouth  ?  You  know  whom  I 
mean  ?' 

'  Yes  ;  but  I  didn't  know  he'd  disappeared.' 
*  He  has.     The  local  police  had  strong  suspicions 
of  him,  because  he  was  known  to  be  a  gipsy  and  a 
VOL.  II.  23 
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frequent  and  skilful  poacher.  He  and  his  daughter 
have  both  left ;  but  they  left  on  different  days,  and 
may  have  gone  in  different  directions,  or  they  may 
have  met  at  an  appointed  place.' 

*  AMaat  do  you  think  about  it  ?' 

*  Hardly  know  what  to  think.  I  must  consider 
the  matter,  and  I'll  give  3^ou  my  opinion  by-and-by. 
If  I  could  find  Lee  or  his  daughter,  it  would  open 
up  matters.' 

'  What  do  you  suppose  these  ruffians  are  contem- 
plating ?' 

'  They  are  up  to  some  game.  These  wary  old 
birds  of  prey  like  Doherty  and  Macgregor  and  Vane 
wouldn't  be  all  coming  to  England  about  the  same 
time  for  nothing.  Vane  and  his  country  house, 
too !' 

'  Not  to  speak  of  his  Conservatism  !' 

'  I  tell  you  there  are  two  kinds  of  these  peoi)le. 
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There  are  a  lot  of  babies  to  whom  signs  and  oaths 
and  passwords  are  meat  and  drink,  and  there  are  a 
few  who  mean  business,  and  don't  give  a  cuss 
for  anybody.  Our  friends  here  belong  to  the 
latter  class.  I'll  write  a  book  about  it  all  some 
day,  and  make  the  good  old  British  Public  sit 
up.' 

'  Then  you'll  have  to  inhabit  an  ironclad  cell  in 
Spitzbergen,  I  should  think.  It  is  possible  that 
the  brotherhood  might  feel  a  little  natural  irri- 
tation at  having  been  calmly  "given  away"  by 
their  own  Perpetual  Grand,  or  Chief  Parallelo- 
gram, or  Lord  High  Pentacle,  or  whatever  you 
are.' 

'  Yes  ;  I  dare  sa}"  they  might  be  annoyed.  But  a 
man  gets  used  to  an  unsafe  life  somehow.' 

'  You  know,  what  I  don't  understand  is  the 
connection  between  all  this  treason  business  and 
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the   murder   of    my   mifortunate    host   the   other 
day.' 

'  I  think  we'll  make  that  clearer.  From  your 
description  of  the  geography  of  the  place,  and  from 
my  knowledge,  or  what  amounts  to  knowledge, 
that  Doherty  disappeared  while  I  was  talking  to 
Mrs.  Vane  in  the  parlour,  that  he  was  a  stranger 
in  the  locality,  and  that  there  was  not  much  time 
to  lose,  I  conclude  that  he  was  conducted  by  Lee 
by  short  cuts  to  the  station,  and  that  their  meeting 
with  this  poor  old  gentleman  was  purely  accidental. 
This  is  not  wholly  a  iniori,  because  Lee  came  in 
with  the  tray  much  later  than  usual,  and  after  he 
had  been  rung  for  twice,  and  explained  that  he 
had  been  getting  Doherty  to  bed,  who  was  sup- 
posed to  be  drunk.  But  a  man  who  is  so  drunk 
as  to  require  assistance  to  bed  doesn't  generally  go 
iiway  in  a  yacht  before  daybreak,  as  he  was  repre- 
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sented  as  doing.  I  understand  that  it  was  actually 
on  Sir  William  Long's  own  land  that  this  murder 
was  committed  ?' 

'Yes.' 

'  Then  it's  ten  to  one  he  stopped  them  as  sus- 
picious characters  and  trespassers,  one  of  them 
being  actually  known  to  him  as  a  reputed  poacher, 
and  the  other  having  no  plausible  excuse  for  being 
where  he  was.  It  was  indispensable  to  catch  the 
last  train,  and  a  few  minutes  might  make  all  the 
difference,  so  this  poor  old  chap  is  put  out  of  the 
way  as  an  obstacle,  without  regard  to  his  person- 
ality, just  as  if  he  had  been  a  stray  cow,  or  a 
fallen  tree,  or  anything  else  merely  in  the  way. 
^Vhich  of  them  did  it  we  can't  at  present  tell,  but 
any  way,  whichever  struck  the  actual  blow,  the 
other  is  an  accessory.  This  is  all  extremely  pro- 
bable, but  recollect  that  there  is  not  a  scrap  of 
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decent  evidence  for  it.  Why  didn't  you  find  a 
weapon  somewhere,  Mr.  Shaw  ?  Yon  may  be  sure 
the  party  who  owned  that  knife  threw  it  away 
somewhere.' 

'  What  do  you  think  had  better  be  done  now  ?' 
'  I  thmk  that  a  good  deal  of  nothing  had  better 
be  done  for  some  Httle  time  to  come,  to  let  the 
scare  subside  which  will  have  been  caused  by  their 
suspicions  of  me,  and  your  asking  for  M.  B.  at 
Mrs.  Hynes's.  I  will  disappear  entirely,  and  try 
and  get  up  a  rumour  that  I'm  dead,  if  I  can. 
You  go  back  to  Starmouth  again,  and  see  that 
strict  look-out  is  kept  on  Vane's  place,  and  if 
anyone  leaves  it  or  arrives  at  it,  let  me  know  at 
once.' 

'  Don't  the  police  watch  that  place  ?' 
'  I  know  better  than  to  let  them  know  anything 
about  it ;  they'd  spoil  the  whole  game.     They  are 
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all  right  in  London,  but  not  at  Starmouth,  where 
everybody  knows  everybody  else  by  sight.  And 
let  me  know  particularly  if  Mrs.  Vane  leaves  for 
London.  I've  a  strong  impression  that  she  will 
be  used  by-and-by,  as  the  most  innocent-looking 
party  in  the  gang,  to  come  up  to  town  and  fetch 
away  Dr.  Pohlmann's  "  glass  with  care,"  as  part 
of  her  luggage.  I  shall  then  bottle  someone  in 
possession  of  something,  or,  rather,  Keogh  will.  I 
shall  keep  in  the  background.' 

'What,  another  "brave  little  woman,"  eh?' 
'  Something  of  that  sort.  It  is  also  on  the  cards 
that  this  particular  brave  little  woman  may  be 
induced,  either  by  fear  or  money,  or  both,  to  turn 
approver,  or  I'm  not  as  good  a  judge  of  human 
nature  as  I  think  I  am.     She  is  intended  by  nature 

for ' 

'  Let  us  say  for  what  she  is,'  said  Shaw,  with  a 
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gentle  smile.  '  Very  well,  Mr.  Stevens,  I  shall  be 
glad  to  go  back  to  Starmouth,  and  will  make 
arrangements  with  the  old  gamekeeper  to  keep  an 
eye  on  Crowbill .  Where  will  a  letter  or  wire  find 
you  ?' 

'  Edmund  Stevens,  Muller's  Private  Hotel,  York 
Road.     That  is  handy  for  Waterloo,  you  see.' 

'  Yes.     Well,  good-bye  ;  don't  get  assassinated.' 

'Good-bye,  Mr.  Shaw;  glad  to  meet  you.' 

'  Eum  beggar  !'  reflected  Shaw. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


CONSULTING    HIS    SOLICITOR. 


Shaw  went  back  again  to  his  quarters  at  the  Let 
the  Bees  Live,  and  some  time  elapsed  dm'ing 
which  several  things  happened.  Among  others, 
the  General  Election  was  fought  and  finished, 
resulting  in  the  return  of  a  large  majority  in  favour 
of  the  maintenance  of  the  Union  between  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  and  excitement  as  to  the  issue 
was  succeeded  by  curiosity  as  to  what  the  Govern- 
ment would  'do.' 

Young  Sir  Henry  Long  was  perturbed  in  his 
mind  on  political  and  sentimental  matters.  Having 
survived   the   first   horror  and   excitement  of   his 
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father's  sudden  and  shocking  death,  he  began  to 
find  LowcHff  and  its  daily  hfe  intolerably  tedious. 
Not  a  human  being  came  to  call  except  the  clergy- 
man, and  Harry  did  not  take  an  interest  in  the 
clergyman. 

Lady  Long  was  genuinely  grieved,  of  course,  at 
Sir  William's  death ;  but  even  had  she  not  been, 
she  would  not  think  of  sending  out  cards  to  '  return 
thanks  for  kind  inquiries  '  one  day  before  the  pre- 
scribed period  for  seclusion  had  determined,  nor, 
however  heart-broken,  would  she  have  sent  out 
such  cards  a  day  after  it  had  been  decreed  by 
social  tradition  that  visits  might  again  be  received. 
She  also  took  a  gloomy  pleasure  in  discussing  with 
Mrs.  Busk  (the  Starmouth  mantua  -  maker)  the 
exact  proportions  and  ingredients  of  orthodox  attire 
for  a  widow  belonging  to  a  county  family. 

Harry  had  struck  at  performing  the  patriarchal 


CONSULTING  HIS  SOLICITOR  123 

office  of  family  prayer  conductor,  so  Lady  Long 
read  the  chapter  and  the  collects — the  same  old 
collects — herself,  in  a  peculiarly  depressing  manner, 
apparently  intended  to  convey  a  perpetual  meek 
reproach  to  Harry,  whom  the  practice  exasperated 
into  a  wild  desire  to  throw  things  about,  especially 
when  Kawlins  bleated  forth  his  dolorous  '  Hormen !' 
Kawlins  had  also  (no  doubt  from  grief)  developed  a 
practice  of  breathing  in  a  loud  asthmatic  manner 
during  prayers,  which  was  not  suited  to  calm  irri- 
table nerves. 

Moreover,  Lady  Long  had  no  kind  of  occupation 
(except  what  is  called  'work'),  so  that  she  per- 
petually talked.  She  would  ramble  imperceptibly 
into  the  common  every -day  gossip  and  trivial 
reminiscences  which  had  made  up  the  bulk  of  her 
ordinary  conversation  before  the  bereavement,  and 
would  then  suddenly  pull  herself  up,  and  sigh,  and 
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say:  'Ah!  it's  different  now,'  in  a  tone  of  sad 
resignation.  Soon  afterwards  she  would  ramble 
off^  into  gossip  again.  And  the  worst  of  it  was  that 
it  was  all  (M  gossip,  as  the  system  of  social 
seclusion  prevented  her  hearing  any  more  items. 

Bessie,  who  was  very  fond  of  her  father,  bore 
the  brunt  of  this,  but  had  occupations  to  fill  her 
mind,  as  she  did  the  housekeeping,  and  was  fond 
of  books,  and  her  mother  worried  her  unspeakably 
by  talking  of  the  weather  and  the  servants  when 
Bessie  was  thinking  of  her  dead  father,  and  talking 
of  her  bereavement  and  quoting  texts  wdien  Bessie 
had  just  for  a  few  minutes  succeeded  in  forgetting 
it  in  the  pages  of  some  interesting  book. 

Now,  the  results  of  this  w^ere  that  both  Bessie 
Long  and  her  brother  sought  occasional  relief  from 
the  intolerable  dreariness  and  petty  worry  of  their 
home  after  their  respective  fashions.     Bessie  went 
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for  long  walks  in  the  country  in  the  afternoons, 
and  I  may  add,  without  imputing  anything 
forward  or  unladylike  to  her,  that  in  the  course  of 
these  country  walks,  if  she  did  happen  to  meet 
anyone  she  knew,  that  person  was  more  likely  to 
be  Shaw  than  anyone  else.  It  was  an  accident — 
nearly,  the  first  time,  but  afterwards  it  really 
happened  much  too  often  to  be  always  accidental, 
and  one  cannot  help  thinking  that  Shaw  must  have 
received  on  one  day  some  hint  or  indication  of 
the  time  and  direction  of  her  walk  on  the  next. 
And  please  why  not,  0  all  of  3'ou  who  have 
quite  cheerfully  done  the  same  ?  And  when  she 
came  home  later  on,  it  was  remarked  that  her 
walks  seemed  to  do  her  good,  and  to  restore  her 
colour  and  spirits  a  little. 

As  for  Harry,,  well,  Harry,  as  has  been  delicately 
hinted  once  or  twice,  had  something  of   the  fool 
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in  his  composition,  and  when  he  thought  nobody 
knew  anything  about  it,  he  used  to  go  and  call  on 
Mrs.  Yane.  This  did  very  well  for  a  little  while, 
but  soon  Mrs.  Yane  began  to  get  tired  of  him,  and 
to  find  him  and  his  poetry,  and  his  precocious  and 
elaborate  '  cynicism '  (a  tender  plant  to  be  cul- 
tivated with  some  care),  and  his  funny  stories  about 
Cambridge  and  the  cutting  things  the  late  Master 
of  Trinity  used  to  say,  quite  as  tedious  as  lie  foand 
the  Lowcliff  domestic  topics  and  family  worship. 
And  one  day  he  found  Shaw  there,  taking  tea  and 
bread-and-butter  like  an  old  friend  of  the  family, 
and  being  mightily  purred  over  by  Mary  Carmen 
Juanita  Josefina,  who  was  trying  to — what  shall  I 
call  it? — to  get  liini  hack  again,  and  not  exactly 
succeeding,  though  she  talked  her  best  kind  of 
broken  English  in  Spanish-Irish,  and  smoked  to 
him,  and   played  that  everlasting   guitar  to  him, 
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and  put  a  rose  in  his  coat  out  of  her  hair,  and  gave 
herself  the  benefit — the  full  benefit — of  her  most 
becoming  stockings  and  slippers. 

Shaw  appreciated  it  all  quietly,  but  did  not  '  give 
himself  away.'  He  had  seen  it  all  done  before, 
but  he  smiled  and  was  bland.  Harry  was  not  '  in  ' 
this  at  all,  and  was  distressed  and  disgusted  and 
amazed  and  wrathful  at  finding  himself  taking 
what  is  popularly  known  as  a  back  seat.  But  he 
took  a  mean  revenge.  He  told  Bessie  he  had  been 
there,  and  that  Shaw  was  established  as  tame  cat 
in  ordinary  to  that  household.  And  there  was  a 
large  difference  of  opinion  subsequently  between 
Shaw  and  Bessie,  which  can  only  be  described  as 
an  awful  row,  taking  a  good  deal  of  time  and  ex- 
planation to  bring  to  a  satisfactory  and  pacific  con- 
clusion. After  setting  this  nasty  little  mine  to 
explode  in  his  absence,  Harry  went  '  ujd  to  town ' 
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on  the  pretext  of  seeing  his  solicitor.  Lady  Long, 
of  course,  saw  that  for  a  recently  succeeded  country 
baronet  to  see  his  solicitor  was  a  most  right  and 
proper  thing,  though  the  purpose  of  the  interview 
was  left  perhaps  a  little  vague.  So  Harry  went  to 
town  and  saw  his  solicitor.  There  are  some  who 
say  that  he  never  saw  his  solicitor  at  all,  but,  as  the 
cautious  Herodotus  would  say,  I  know  not  if  these 
things  be  all  true. 

At  all  events  I  know  this :  On  the  following  day, 
being  still  in  London,  Harry  felt  thirsty  about  mid- 
day, and  entered,  with  the  view  of  alleviating  that 
feeling,  a  place  often  patronized  by  the  young 
gentlemen  from  his  own  University  (as  well  as 
from  the  other  place),  called  the  Prince's,  and 
situated  conveniently  near  to  Piccadilly,  Pall  Mall, 
the  Haymarket,  and  Kegent  Street.  Outside  the 
doorway  of  this  place  stood  a  man  with  a  dark 
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complexion  and  a  black  beard,  who  held  a  pug 
puppy  under  his  coat,  and  led  a  poodle  and  a 
dachshund  by  a  string. 

Something  about  the  leader  of  this  scratch  pack 
seemed  familiar  to  Harry,  though  he  could  not 
quite  succeed  in  '  placing '  him.  However,  he 
passed  in  without  thinking  any  more  about  it,  and 
ordered  a  liqueur-glass  of  cognac  to  be  mingled  in 
a  long  tuml)ler  with  a  bottleful  of  Apollinaris 
water  and  a  lump  of  ice.  As  he  gave  the  order, 
he  glanced  at  the  young  lady  who  took  it,  and  was 
startled.  She  also  glanced  at  him,  and  turned 
quite  pale,  and  her  eyes  got  large  and  alarmed,  as 
if  she  had  seen  some  dreadful  thing.  It  was  his 
old  acquaintance,  Eva  Lee. 

'  Ah,  I  have  found  you  at  last,'  he  said.     '  How 
on  earth  did  you  get  here  ?' 

*  I  can't  talk  to  you  about  it  now,'  she  rephed  in 
VOL.  II.  24 
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a  low  voice  ;  '  I'll  tell  you  another  time.  Number 
5  bitter  off!'  she  added  in  a  louder  tone  and  a 
different  direction. 

Harry  thought  she  looked  improved,  and  the 
neatly-made  black  dress  with  the  white  collar  and 
cuffs  became  her. 

Of  course  there  were  numerous  customers  pre- 
sent, and  among  others  a  little  group,  or,  more 
properly,  gang  of  betting -men,  sharpers,  and 
'  fighting-men's  backers,'  if  such  a  profession  be 
recognisable  to  the  cultured  mind  which  reads  this 
story. 

The  particular  '  stand,'  as  the  division  of  the  bar 
is  technically  called,  at  which  Miss  Lee  served, 
happened  to  be  surrounded  by  these  '  flash  coves,' 
as  they  would  once  have  been  called,  and  they 
were  in  offensively  high  spirits  on  this  particular 
occasion,  owing  to  some  *  good  thing  '  which  had. 


CONSULTING  HIS  SOLICITOR  131 

apparently,  '  come  off  right '  the  day  before.  One, 
^Yith  a  drab  loose  overcoat  with  very  large  buttons, 
and  very  yellow  boots,  was  exceptionally  offensive, 
and  in  a  minute  or  two  his  facetiousness  took  the 
favourite  and  admirable  form  of  saying  things 
of  which  the  sole  point,  of  course,  was  that  they 
ought  not  to  have  been  said  to  the  girl,  or,  indeed, 
to  anyone  at  all.  The  immediate  result  of  this 
was  that  Miss  Lee  turned  very  red  and  walked 
away  and  talked  to  the  girl  at  the  next  stand, 
and  that  Harry  turned  to  the  man,  and  said  ; 

'  If  you  don't  shut  up  that  sort  of  thing,  I'll 
punch  your  head.' 

'  Look  'ere,  what  the  blank,  stroke  and  dash  'ave 
that  got  to  do  with  you  ?' 

'  What  it  would  have  to  do  with  any  other  fairly 
decent  man — not  to  say  gentleman — who  was  un- 
fortunate enough  to  stand  near  you.' 
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Here  a  tall,  dark,  dry  man,  from  Harry's  other 
side,  advanced  and  said  : 

'And  I  beg  to  add  that  I  enterten  precizely 
semullar  opinions  to  this  gentleman,'  pointing  to 
Harry,  '  and  am  ready  and  willing  to  enfforce 
them  in  a  mahner  semullar  to  that  endicated  by 
hem  on  you,  or  any  of  you.' 

Loud  obscenity  and  blasphemy  from  the  gang. 
Sensation.  Crowd  of  customers  rapidly  collecting 
from  the  upper  bar.  Manager  of  the  place  seen  in 
the  distance  with  an  anxious  expression.  Warlike 
proceedings  apparently  imminent.  In  and  through 
the  midst  of  this  advances,  with  the  silent  serenity 
of  a  well-nourished  elephant,  ex-Sergeant-Major 
Fitzgerald,  who  keeps  the  gate,  in  a  blue  uniform 
and  a  little  peaked  cap,  worn  in  a  dandified  French 
manner.  This  portent  bears  down  with  the 
'  irresistible  force  of  a  glacier '  on  the  big-button 
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man,  and  urges  him  persuasively  towards  the 
door,  and  thence  to  the  exterior  pavement.  A  calm 
is  established. 

*  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,'  said  Harry 
to  the  tall  Scotchman. 

'  Not  at  all.  I  should  have  spoken  sooner. 
What  will  ye  tak'  to  drenk  ?' 

'  Oh,  thanks — well,  I  was  just  having  a  brandy 
and  Apollinaris.' 

'Ye'd  better  leave  that  wersh  stuff  and  have  a 
good  dram.  However,  maybe,  you  are  better  as 
you  are.  I'm  too  old  and  copperlined  to  care  what 
prepohsterous  times  and  quantities  I  take  whisky 
in.  I  mind  the  time  fine,  too,  when  I  did  what  you 
were  for  doing  just  now.  I  was,  maybe,  your  own 
age  or  less,  and  the  consequences  were — well,  let 
that  rest.  A'm  getting  a  gahrulous  auld  man,  A'm 
A  noht,  missie  ?' 
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Eva  Lee  looked  at  him  with  some  kindness  in 
her  dark  eyes,  and  said  : 

'  You're  quite  old  enough  to  know  better  than 
to  get  into  mischief.' 

*  Mischief?  Maybe  I  ahm.  But  I've  been  in 
mischief  of  different  sorts  for  so  many  years  that 
its  harrd  to  cease.' 

'  You  are  a  soldier,  I  should  say,  are  you  not  ?' 
said  Harry. 

'  Aye,  well,  you  may  say  that.  My  name's  Mac- 
gregor.' 

'  Oh,  thanks  !    My  name's  Long.' 

'  And  you  know  Miss  Lee  here  ?     Man,  you're 

not  the  son  of  the  man  who  was '    exclaimed 

Macgregor,  clutching  Harry's  arm  and  speaking  in 
an  eager  undertone,  as  he  glanced  at  Harry's  black 
suit  and  the  band  on  his  tall  hat. 

'  I  am,'  said  Harry. 
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'  Ma  boy,  I'm  sorry,  very  sorry  for  ye  !  I  was 
staying  at  Vane's  ;  you  know  Pat  Vane,  do  you  not, 
of  Crowhill  ?' 

'Yes.' 

Macgregor  continued  to  look  straight  before  him 
into  space,  apparently  engaged  in  deep  thought. 
Suddenly  he  took  up  his  glass,  and  said  to  Harry 
very  gravely  and  courteously,  slightly  lifting  his 
hat : 

'  You  will  permit  me,  surr  ?  I  drink — God  rest 
his  soul !  And  so  much  as  my  prayers  are  worth 
he  shall  have.' 

Harry,  who  had  quite  imagination  enough  to  fall 
into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  and  to  see  that  the 
Highlander  was  perfectly  serious,  lifted  his  hat 
and  said,  '  Thank  you.'  Then,  by  some  impulse, 
he  held  out  his  hand,  and  General  Eonald  Mac- 
gregor  clasped   it   hard   with   his    brawny,    wiry. 
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hairy  paw.  Then  Macgregor  fetched  out  a  card- 
case  and  handed  a  card  to  Harry,  with  '  Brigadier- 
General  Eonakl  Macgregor,  Estada  Mayor,  Eldo- 
rado,' on  it,  and  said :  '  That's  me.'  Harry  took 
it  up,  and  gave  his  own,  '  Sir  Henry  Long,  Low- 
cliff.' 

'  Won't  you  take  some  lunch  with  me.  General 
Macgregor  ?'  said  Harry. 

'  I  thank  ye,  I've  an  appointment,  which  I  must 
go  now  and  keep.  But  I'll  take  a  glass  with  ye 
with  pleasure,  Surr  Hinry.  Maybe  I'll  get  seeing 
you  here  again,  later  in  the  day.' 

When  General  Macgregor  had  gone  away,  Harry 
turned  to  Eva  Lee,  and  said : 

'  How  can  I  have  a  little  conversation  with  you 
without  all  this  publicity  and ' 

'  Two  stout,  one  beeta,  miss,  pleace  !'  called  out 
an  alien  waiter  with  a  tray,  putting  down  two  or 
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three  dirty  tankards  with  a  crash  on  the  mar  hie 
counter. 

'  T^Yo  stout  and  one  bitter,  there  you  are,'  replied 
Miss  Lee,  after  pulling  down  the  engine  handles. 
*  Where's  your  check  ?' 

'  There  you  are,  miss  ;'  and  he  threw  two  coloured 
tickets  on  the  counter,  which  Miss  Lee  tore  slightly, 
and  dropped  into  a  sort  of  wooden  missionary- box 
on  the  ledge  behind  her. 

Then  a  customer  came,  a  dull  but  civil  roisterer, 
who  said  : 

'  Well,  'ow  are  you  to-day  ?' 

*  Pretty  well,  thanks.' 

'Pretty  and  well,  eh?  Well,  I'll  'ave  a  little 
droppascotch,  please,  maddumersell.  I  say.  Bob 
bin  yer  ?' 

'No.' 

'Or  Cholley?' 
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'  I  don't  think  so.' 

'  Ow !  that's  cur'ous.  I  say,  you  know  what 
I  tole  yon  yes'day,  'bout  Cholley  and  Lummy?' 

'  Yes.' 

'  Well,  it's  off.' 

'  That's  all  right.' 

Then  the  man  paid,  and  Miss  Lee  had  to  go  and 
get  a  sovereign  changed  for  him  at  a  machine  up 
in  the  middle  of  the  bar  behind  the  Bovril  stand. 
By  the  time  this  was  all  done,  Harry  was  able  to 
finish  his  sentence : 

'  How  can  I  see  you  where  these  interruptions 
don't  occur  ?' 

'  I'm  off  at  tw^o.  I'll  meet  you  in  the  Opera 
Colonnade  at  twenty  past.  I  want  to  speak  to 
you,  Mr. — Sir  Henry  Long.' 

'  All  right.     Then  we'll  have  some  lunch.' 

'  Thanks.     I   shall   be  very  pleased.     We   dine 
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here  at  half -past  two,  so  it  will  come  in  just 
right.' 

'  I  say,  do  you  know  Bob  and  Charley,  and  all 
the  people  that  bounder  was  talking  about  ?' 

'  Not  the  least.  But  if  I  didn't  answer  as  if  I 
did,  he'd  tell  me  all  about  them,  and  that  would 
keep  him  twice  as  long.     See  ?' 

'  Yes.  I  see  you  have  picked  up  some  ex- 
perience.' 

'  Experience  !  I  should  think  I  had.  I'm  quite 
a  woman  of  the  world  now.' 

'  Eeally  ?' 

Here  the  stately  foreign  manager  already 
alluded  to  strolled  up,  smiled  a  smile  that  w^ould 
have  been  satanic  if  his  face  had  been  less  fat, 
and  said  : 

'  Well,  Cheepsy,  I  weell  'ave  a  small  class  of 
pranty  and   peach   peters,'  and   he   held  up   and 


I40  TREA  SON.FELONY 

twirled  a  glass  to  see  if  it  were  properly 
washed. 

And  having  had  his  little  glass,  he  strolled  away 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  humming  a  little 
tune,  his  head  slightly  on  one  side,  seemingly  w^ell 
pleased  with  himself. 

Then  Miss  Something-or-other,  the  manageress, 
came  down  with  a  book  and  a  pencil  and  '  took 
the  tills '  (i.e.,  registered  the  takings),  and  so  the 
time  dribbled  aw^ay  till  two,  wdien  the  relief-guard 
came  and  Miss  Lee  departed. 

Harry  then  left,  and  wandered  about  Pall  Mall 
till  2.15,  w4ien  he  entered  the  colonnade  of  her 
Majesty's  Theatre,  and  paced  up  and  dowm  like  a 
sentinel  until  Miss  Lee  appeared,  ten  minutes 
late. 

'  Have  you  been  here  long  ?'  said  she. 

'  Not  very.     Now,  where  shall  we  go  ?' 
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'  Oh,  where  you  Uke.' 

Harry  had  not  Shaw's  wide  knowledge  of  London 
and  its  possibihties.  He  knew  Httle  beyond  the 
beaten" track  submissively  paced  by  his  University 
friends,  so  he  took  a  cab  and  went  with  Eva  Lee 
to  the  Cafe  Eoyal  in  Eegent  Street,  where  they 
lunched.     During  that  meal  he  said  : 

'  And  now  will  you  tell  me  why  you  didn't  keep 
that  appointment  by  the  stile,  where  I  was  to  bring 
you  some  books,  weeks  and  weeks  ago  ?' 

'  That's  what  I  want  to  tell  you.  I  was  afraid 
at  that  time  that  my  father  did — you  know  what, 
and  that  I  should  never  be  able  to  look  in  your 
face  again.  But  I  have  since  been  convinced  that 
he  did  not,  and  you  have  no  idea  how  much  happier 
it's  made  me.  Father  and  I  ran  away  from  Stav- 
mouth.  I  went  because  I  felt  I  couldn't  stay, 
and  he  went  because  the  police  were  after  him. 
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Then  General  Macgregor,  the  gentleman  you  were 
talking  to  just  now,  got  me  a  situation,  and  while 
I  was  there  I  heard  there  was  a  vacancy  where  I 
am  now,  and  I  went  and  called  at  the  office  and 
they  took  me  on,  and  there  I  am.  That's  my  story, 
put  shortly.' 

'  But — excuse  the  question — why  did  your  father 
take  such  a  false  step  as  to  run  away  ?  It  makes 
people  assume  naturally — I  don't  say  /  assume 
anything,  mind  you ' 

'  Sir  Henry  Long,  you  are  a  perfect  gentleman, 
and  you  have  always  been  very  kind  to  me.  Can 
I  trust  you  with  a  secret  ?' 

'  I  hope  so.' 

'  If  father  had  let  himself  be  examined  and 
asked  questions,  he  was  afraid  that  they  might 
get  at  a  lot  of  other  things  and  people  that  had 
nothing   to   do   with   what   he   was   suspected  of. 
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There's  a  political  conspiracy — I  don't  quite  know 
what  it's  all  about,  but  something  to  do  w^ith 
Ireland — and  w^e're  in  it  in  a  sort  of  way.  I  can't 
tell  you  any  more  now,  and  I  trust  to  your  promise 
to  keep  it  to  yourself.' 

'  Oh  well,  I'm  a  sympathiser  with  Ireland,  if 
that's  all.  You're  safe  enough  with  me,  Miss  Lee. 
But  I  hope  you  are  not  putting  yourself  in  any 
danger.  Because  you're  not  Irish,  you  know,  even. 
There's  no  excuse.' 

•'  Oh  no  ;  I  know  nothing  about  it.  I  only  pass 
a  message  sometimes,  which  I  generally  don't  know 
the  meaning  of.     I'm  all  right.' 

'Well,  this  is  queer,  certainly.' 

'You  see,  when  father  was  soldiering  abroad,  he 
got  mixed  up  with  these  people — Mr.  Vane's  one. 
I  must  tell  you  that,  because  they  used  to  take  you 
all  in  so.' 
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'  Yane  !     I  thought  he  was  a  strong  Tory  ?' 

'  Yes,  you  were  meant  to  thmk  so.  Well,  father 
w^as  with  Mr.  Vane  and  some  others  when  they 
began  plottmg  this  business  out  in  America  some- 
where.' 

'  I  remember,  now,  something  of  this  being  said  to 
me.    But  Mrs.  Vane,  has  she  anything  to  do  with  it?' 

'  Just  as  much  as  the  rest.  She's  worse ;  she's 
not  a  nice  woman  at  all.  She  carries  on  with 
every  gentleman  who  comes  to  the  house — and  a 
good  many  do — and  Mr.  Vane's  so  good-hearted, 
and  trusts  her  so  much,  he  doesn't  see  it.  Father 
knows.' 

Harry  held  his  tongue  and  pondered.  Surely 
this  girl  was  indirectly  telling  him  what  a  fool  he 
had  been,  and  the  worst  of  it  was  that  he  felt  it  to 
be  true.  At  last  he  said,  rather  in  reply  to  his  own 
thoughts  than  to  her : 
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'  Ah,  well,  I'm  wiser  and  older  now.  Let's  talk 
about  something  else.' 

And  they  talked — oh,  as  a  young  man  and  a 
maiden  who  have  a  growing  interest  in  one 
another,  and  are  young  and  fairly  good-looking, 
always  do  talk.  It  has  been  done  over  and  over 
again,  and  will  be  done  numberless  times  more, 
let  us  hope,  as  long  as  the  earth  rotates,  and 
until  its  whole  population  is  ruled  by  a  gigantic 
County  Council,  who  will  prohibit  love,  as  well 
as  cakes  and  ale  and  song  and  wine,  under 
penalties. 

But  I  should  not  be  justified  in  repeating  the 
conversation.  The  reader  probably  can  fill  it  all 
in  from  memory  —  good  memory,  too,  on  the 
whole,  isn't  it  ? 

At  last  Eva  said  : 

'  I  must  go  now ;  I've  got  to  be  back  by  half- 
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past  five  to  change,  and  go  on  at  six.  Will  you 
come  in  then  ?' 

'Very  well.' 

'  Don't  come  in  before.' 

*  Why  not?' 

'I  don't  want  you  to  go  to  anybody  else's 
stand.' 

'  Oh,  when  can  I  see  you  again  ?' 

'  Well,  the  duty's  changed  to-morrow.  I  am  off 
till  two,  and  on  from  two  till  six.' 

'  Very  well ;  we'll  call  it  breakfast  instead  of 
lunch.     What  time  will  suit  you  ?' 

'I'll  be  in  the  colonnade  at  half-past  ten.' 

Harry  paid  the  bill,  and  they  rose  to  go.  As  Eva 
stood  arranging  her  veil  and  buttoning  her  gloves 
before  the  gilt-framed  glass,  Harry  thought  what  a 
difference  there  was  between  this  neat  and  lady-like 
young  woman  in  the  well-made  black  frock,  the 
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rather  stylish  black  lace  hat  with  yellow  roses  in 
it,  the  moire  sunshade,  the  long  suede  gloves  (which 
she  was  buttoning  with  a  hairpin),  and  the  irre- 
proachable boots,  and  the  unkempt  and  untidy 
gipsy  girl  he  had  caught  in  the  act  of  stealing  a 
rabbit !  And  yet  she  was  somehow  the  same — the 
same  in  her  sensitive  feelings  and  her  superior 
sibyllic  knowledge  of  things  affecting  his  destiny ; 
the  same  in  her  evident  respect  and  liking  for  him- 
self, and  her  total  absence  of  affectation  and  what 
is  called  swagger.  And  he  thought  for  the  second 
and  last  time  that  this  was  real  and  true,  and  that 
Mrs.  Yane  was  unreal  and  false. 

There's   something   in   going    to   consult    one's 
solicitor,  after  all. 


CHAPTEE  X. 
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When  General  Macgregor  left  the  Prince's  buffet 
he  turned  to  the  right,  and  walked  on,  giving  an 
imperceptible  nod  and  wink  as  he  passed  to  the 
dog-man,  who  was  no  other  than  our  friend  Lee, 
in  somewhat  reduced  circumstances,  though  in  his 
get-up  the  reduced  circumstances  were  perhaps  a 
little  over-displayed.  This  man  hurried  after  the 
General  as  if  to  beg,  and  call  his  attention  to  the 
pug  puppy.  Mac  saw  at  once  that  some  communi- 
cation was  intended,  and  slackened  his  pace  a 
little. 
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'Buy  a  little  dawg,  Capten?  There's  a  batdo^ 
opry  the  drom  behind  yon.  Beautiful  dawg  this, 
sir;  give  you  'is  pedigree,  got  it  written  out,  sir. 
Got  a.  broicn  tweed  suit  and  black  bonder.  Bring  'im 
to  your  chambers,  sir  ?  'Ave  'im  for  a  fortnit  on 
approval?  Lookin'  in  the  boot-shop  icinder  now. 
Thank  ye,  sir !' 

And  Lee  shuffled  off  with  his  puppy  and  his 
poodle  and  his  dachshund. 

Of  the  above  sentences,  those  in  italics  were  in  a 
much  lower  tone  than  the  others.  Cool,  strategic 
old  Mac  '  spotted '  the  man  who  was  '  shadowing  ' 
him  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  and  decided  he 
would  give  that  man  some  amusement.  He  was 
about  to  start  for  a  long  walk  through  London, 
just  to  give  the  '  shadow  '  a  little  exercise,  when  he 
reflected  that  if  he  were  being  watched,  it  implied 
*  Constable  on  the  road. 
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that  the  authorities  knew  where  he  lived — which 
was  at  present  in  one  of  Katey  Hynes's  attics — and 
might  be  using  him  to  trace  one  or  more  of  his  con- 
federates, in  which  case  the  sooner  he  warned  the 
latter  the  better  for  general  safety.  Wherefore  the 
first  necessary  step  was  to  get  rid  of  his  follower. 
So  Mac  walked  at  a  leisurely  pace  along  Pall  Mall, 
and  turned  into  St.  James's  Park  between  Marl- 
borough House  and  the  Palace  of  St.  James. 
There  he  walked  along  till  he  saw  a  single 
solitary  hansom  cab.  Seeing  first  that  there 
was  no  other  empty  cab  within  the  immediate 
view,  he  jumped  into  this,  and  told  the  man  to 
drive  to  Victoria,  L.  B.  and  S.  C.  station,  and  to 
look  sharp. 

When  he  was  deposited  there  he  went  at  once 
into  the  subway  leading  to  the  Metropolitan 
station,    and   waited   a   second   to   see   if   he   was 
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followed  there.  Seeing  not  his  pursuer,  he  took 
a  ticket  to  Baker  Street,  and  hurried  down  the 
steps.  A  train  was  just  starting,  for  which  he  was 
too  late.  In  any  case,  it  would  not  have  taken 
him  to  his  destination.  The  next  train  would  be 
an  Inner  Circle  one,  and  he  had  to  wait.  This 
was  trying,  for  no  doubt  the  '  shadow  '  had  run 
after  the  cab,  and  was  making  inquiries  outside 
the  station  at  that  moment.  However,  the  train 
came,  and  Mac  got  into  it,  and  wished  it  would  go 
on.  He  leaned  back  in  his  solitary  first-class  com- 
partment, and  drew  the  blind  at  his  side,  just 
allowing  a  narrow  place  to  spy  through.  The 
guard  waved  a  green  flag  with  a  white  diamond 
on  it,  and  someone  said,  'Ei'  way!'  and  the  train 
began  to  move.  Just  then  the  man  who  had  fol- 
lowed him  came  running  down  the  steps,  and 
reached  the  bottom  just  as  the  man  there  whose 
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business  it  was  to  look  at  tickets  and  answer 
questions  slammed  the  gate  to,  and  imperturb- 
ably  turned  his  back  to  it.  General  Macgregor 
put  his  feet  on  the  seat  in  front  of  him  and 
chuckled. 

'  Now,  will  that  pairson  wire  along  the  Inner 
Circle  to  have  me  shadowed  again?  He  can't. 
No  one  could  identify  me,  and  they  can't  stop  me 
without  bringing  a  charge.  And  even  if  they  had 
a  charge  ready  it  would  spoil  their  game.  They 
are  using  me  to  lead  them  either  to  Mike  Doherty 
or  to  Pohlmann,  and  I  think  I  am  leading  them 
fine.' 

At  each  station,  however,  he  had  a  good  look  up 
and  down  the  platform,  for  the  detective  might 
have  driven  in  a  cab  to  Baker  Street  or  elsewhere 
on  the  chance  of  getting  there  before  the  train — 
the  route  round  from  Victoria  by  Bays  water  and 
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Edgware  Koad  being  circuitous  and  long — suppos- 
ing he  had  ascertained  whither  Macgregor  had 
booked,  which  was  very  likely. 

At  "Baker  Street  he  did  not  get  out,  for,  lo  !  there 
on  the  platform  stood  the  '  shadow  '  eagerly  scan- 
ning each  compartment  as  the  train  drew  up,  and 
the  passengers  as  they  alighted.  He  walked  quickly 
all  along  the  train,  peering  into  each  carriage, 
sometimes  even  opening  the  door.  For  once  in 
the  world  there  was  someone  who  was  thankful  for 
the  atmosphere  of  Baker  Street  Station,  which 
obscured  the  windows  with  a  kind  of  opaque  dew, 
for  Mac  dared  not  draw  the  blind.  That  would 
invite  attention.  But  he  lay  on  the  floor,  and 
prayed  for  the  train  to  go  on.  The  detective  had 
paid  most  attention  to  the  long  row  of  third-class 
compartments,  so  that  when  he  came  to  the  firsts 
(which  were  situated  between  the  seconds  and  the 
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thirds),  he  was  m  a  hurry  to  get  to  the  populous 
seconds  beyond.  He  looked  in  at  the  dim  window 
of  the  compartment  where  Mac  lay  on  the  floor, 
and  seeing  no  one  was  apparently  present,  did  not 
think  of  opening  the  door,  but  hurried  on.  In  the 
meantime  the  train  started,  and  Mac  was  safe  at 
last. 

'Bless  that  fellow!'  he  murmured,  as  he  rose 
up  and  dusted  himself.  '  He  must  have  driven 
like  the  wind  up  Grosvenor  Place,  Park  Lane,  and 
Baker  Street.  But  he  got  left  this  time,  the  swine  ! 
It  takes  a  good  many  people  to  caircumvent  an  old 
soldier  I  am  acquented  wuth.' 

He  alighted  at  Portland  Eoad  and  paid  the 
excess  on  his  ticket  cheerfully,  and  took  a 
Waterloo  'bus  up  Albany  Street.  There  was  no 
shadow  about  this  time,  and  Mac  lighted  his  old 
wooden  pipe  and  smoked  it  on  the  top  of  the  'bus 
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with  the  dry  mscrutable  serenity  of  an  Indian, 
scrutinizing  gravely  the  sentry  at  the  barracks  as 
they  passed.  When  the  vehicle  stopped  at  the 
York  -and  Albany,  he  got  down  and  walked  into 
that  hostelry,  where  he  took  a  glass  of  whisky, 
feeling  that  his  recent  adventure  and  its  success 
entitled  him  to  a  '  dram.'  The  proceeding  also  had 
the  effect  (probably  contemplated  by  our  friend) 
of  not  letting  the  conductor  of  the  'bus  know  where 
he  was  going,  as  that  conveyance  drove  away 
while  Mac  was  in  the  tavern.  Having  finished  his 
refreshment  in  perfect  silence,  for  he  did  not  wish 
it  to  become  known  that  a  Highland  gentleman  of 
pedigree  had  been  betrayed  by  his  speech  there,  Mac 
went  round  to  a  modestly  retiring  house,  standing 
at  the  end  of  a  gloomy  grass-plot,  up  some  steep 
steps,  in  Delancey  Street,  where  he  knocked  at  the 
door. 
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It  was  opened  by  Captain  Mike  Doherty  in 
person,  and  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  who  was  lodging 
there. 

'  The  woman  of  the  house  is  gone  out  to  fetch 
me  my  dinner-beer,  and  the  girl's  minding  the 
baby,  so  I  tould  her  I'd  answer  the  door.  It's  a 
pretty  child,  and  she's  taken  to  me.  She's  just 
after  learning  to  talk,  and  calls  me  '*  Beeman  " — 
that  means  Beerman,  I  understand.' 

And  Doherty  showed  Macgregor  into  a  little 
sitting-room,  where  a  table  was  spread  with  cold 
boiled  beef,  pickles,  bread  and  cheese. 

'  You'll  take  some  dinner,  Mac  ?' 

*  Aye ;  I  think  I  will.  Mike,  I  got  seeing  a 
young  man  to-day  w^ho  is  the  son  of  that  old  man 
down  at  the  sea-side  w^hom  an  accident  happened 
to.' 

'The  devil  you  did!' 
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*  Aye.  And,  man,  I've  done  a  loht  of  queerish 
transahctions  of  my  own,  Lord  forgive  me !  but 
he's  a  fine  brave  boy,  and  I  was  sorry  for  him,  and 
for  it  all.' 

And  Macgregor  told  the  story  of  Harry  Long's 
chivalrous  interposition  at  the  Prince's. 

Doherty  said : 

'  You  couldn't  be  sorrier  than  I  am.  It's  been  on 
my  heart  ever  since.  I  came  here  to  make  war,  not 
to  do  murder.  It's  done  now,  and  can't  be  undone, 
and  the  obstinate  old  man  would  have  lost  me  the 
train  and  run  me  in  to  the  pollis-barrack  as  well  if 
I  hadn't  resisted.  The  saints  know  I  didn't  wish 
to  kill  um.  I'll  have  Masses  said  for  his  soul. 
Hope  someone  will  do  as  much  for  me  some  day. 
I  wish  it  had  been  that  thief  of  the  world  Stevens 
instead.' 

'  A'm  wondering  what's  become  of  hem.' 
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'  So  am  I.  Ah,  here's  the  beer. — Thank  ye  kindly, 
Mrs.  McShane. — Now,  Mac,  take  my  knife  and  fork 
and  wade  in.  Mrs.  McShane  will  bring  me  another, 
I  make  no  doubt.' 

'  Indeed  I  will,  Mr.  Barry.' 

This  was  Mike's  last  alias.  Mrs.  McShane  had 
been  recommended  by  Mrs.  Hynes,  of  the  White 
Lion,  and  knew  vaguely  that  Mr.  Barry  was  a  '  tall 
clever  boy  from  America,'  who  must  not  be  made  a 
subject  of  external  gossip  unless  of  a  misleading 
character. 

'  I  hope  that  Stevens  man  has  given  us  up  as  a 
bad  job,  since  I  left  the  White  Lion  and  made  a 
hare  of  little  Keogh.' 

'  I  hope  he  has ;  but  there  was  a  man  shadowing 
me  to-day,  only  fortunately  I  was  able  to  get  rid  of 
him.' 

And  Mac  told  his  adventures. 
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'  This  is  getting  warm.  See  now,  Mac,  I'll  tell  you 
what  we'll  have  to  do.  This  Government's  getting 
to  think  itself  clever,  though  any  house  of  business 
run  on  the  lines  of  the  British  Constitution  would 
land  itself  in  bankruptcy  in  no  time  at  all.  They'll 
be  stumbling  on  some  informer  or  something  one 
of  these  days,  and  give  themselves  the  credit  of 
finding  out  what  he  tells  um.  It's  an  everlasting 
mercy  we've  had  no  informers  in  our  crowd  up  to 
now.  Nearly  every  good  thing  in  the  past  has 
been  blown  on  by  informers  !' 

'  The  informer  has  not  subsequently  prospered 
as  a  rule.' 

'  Well,  no,  and  bad  may  their  ends  all  be  ! 
I  don't  count  Stevens  as  an  informer.  He's  a 
Government  spy,  and  much  the  same  as  a  pollis- 
man.  It's  a  queer  thing,  this  English  political 
business ;  you  see  the  Radical  and  the  Consorvatuv 
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M.P.  just  putting  his  immortal  soul  up  to  auction 
for  the  sake  of  votes.  Patriotism !  That's  all 
skittles.  The  politicians  want  offus,  and  the 
people  are  possessed  of  a  stupid,  narrow,  short- 
sighted egoism.  They  want  both  martial  spirrut 
and  civul  disciplun.  Put  the  fleet  on  one  side,  and 
they  might  fight  Belgium.  Take  the  Irish  and  Scotch , 
out  of  the  army  and  they  couldn't  do  that.  As  for 
the  volunteers,  well,  I'll  guarantee  to  find  the  boys 
that'll  bate  them.' 

*  But  what  are  we  to  do  just  now  ?' 

*  Good  old  Mac  !  Like  to  come  to  the  point,  do 
you  not  ?  Well,  I  have  some  telegraph  forms  here. 
You  will  kindly  take  one  to  the  offus,  which  I  think 
you  will  find  down  Park  Street.  I  will  write  the 
message  at  once.  It  is  to  fetch  up  Mrs.  Yane 
to-morrow  morning  to  the  Hotel  Capitole.  There 
she  shall  have  further  information.' 
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'  Would  she  be  there  in  her  own  name  ?' 
'  Ah  !     No  ;  I'll  tell  her  to  be  Mrs.  Barry.' 
'  I  see.     Well,  give  it  here,  and  I'll  just  mail 
it.'     - 

'  Then  come  back  and  arrange  more.  Here's 
the  latch-key.  Don't  lose  it  now !'  said  Mike 
facetiously,  as  the  tall  gaunt  form  of  General 
Macgregor  strode  across  the  dingy  patch  of  grass 
and  disappeared  to  the  left. 

When  he  returned,  he  said  that  all  w^as  well ;  and 
Mike  Doherty  said : 

'Well,  now^  for  our  plans.  Of  course,  Mrs.  V. 
is  to  meet  Pohlmann  somewhere  and  take  his 
baggage  as  her  own  down  to  Crowhill.  They'll 
never  suspect  her  or  think  of  making  a  raid  on 
Crowhill  when  the  big  chiefs,  the  bully  boys  with 
glass  eyes  and  humming  bugs  like  us,  are  all  in 
London.     Having  once  got  those  blessed  contrap- 
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tions  of  his  out  of  town  and  up  into  the  Crowhill 
laboratory,  we  can  let  them  shadow  us  about 
London  as  much  as  ever  they  like.  Oh,  we'll  give 
'em  some  gentle  exercise !  In  the  meantime,  how 
and  where  is  Pohlmann  to  meet  her,  and  how  are 
we  to  communicate  with  her  ?' 

'  I  might  call  for  her  at  the  hotel.' 

'  No ;  you're  a  bit  conspicuous,  Mac,  and  you'd 
have  to  go  down  into  parts  haunted  by  the  C 
Division,  and  to  the  very  back-door  almost  of 
Scotland  Yard.  Someone  would  recognise  you, 
and  you'd  be  watched.  It  must  be  somebody  not 
known  by  sight,  somebody  unlikely  to  attract 
little  Keogh's  attention,  somebody  who  needn't 
even  know  what  he's  doing.  Just  to  ask  for  the 
lady  and  deliver  a  note.  That's  all.  A  street- 
loafer  would  do,  if  you  could  trust  him.' 

'  I  know  fine  how  to  work  that.     Lee's  daughter. 
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She  dresses  neatly,  and  might  be  either  a  friend 
or  a  young  pairson  from  the  milHner's.  She  would 
take  the  note.  I  could  give  it  to  her  to-night.  It 
would-  not  matter  much  whether  I  was  spotted 
or  no.' 

*  Good  for  you!  Lee's  daughter — that's  it. 
Now,  what  are  we  to  put  in  that  note  ?' 

'  Call  at  Pohlmann's  lodgings  ?' 

'  I  don't  like  writing  the  address.  Suppose  Miss 
Lee  lost  the  letter,  or  got  run  over,  or  pocket- 
picked,  or  something,  and  it  came  out  ?' 

*  Meet  at  station  ?' 

*  Better,  only  we  must  in  that  case  communicate 
with  Pohlmann  at  once,  and  see  that  his  coast  is 
clear.' 

'  I'll  do  that.  I'm  not  known  by  sight  in  that 
part — I'll  go  to-night.' 

'Very  well.     Now  for  the  A,  B,  C.     We  must 
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have   it    as   dark   as    possible   when    they   do   it. 
They'd  better  meet  on  the  departure  platform  at 
Waterloo,  at  the  bookstall,  at  9   p.m.     That  will 
give  them  plenty  of  time  to  catch  the  train  which 
starts  at  9.15.     They  are  to  be  at  the  bookstall  at 
nine  precisely  by  the  station  clock.' 
*  The  bookstall  will  be  closed.' 
'  Never  mind.     They  are  to  be  tliere.     She  will 
recognise  him  by  the  old  signs,  and  he  her  by  the 
same.     He  is  to  have  his  luggage  ready  labelled 
for  Shervil — you  write  down   all   the  names  and 
things  he'd  be  likely  to  misunderstand  or  forget  for 
him — and  to  have  her  name  on  it — Mrs.  Vane,  not 
Mrs.  Barry ;  that  will  help  break  the  connection. 
Besides,  the  people  down  at  Shervil  will  be  sure  to 
get  reading  the  label,  and  it  would  look  bad  to  have 
a  wrong  name.     When  she  leaves  the  Capitole,  she 
must  leave  it  ostentatiously,  in  a  cab,  and  go  to 
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Charing  Cross,  under  pretext  of  catching  the  even- 
ing mail  for  Pahrus.  There  she  can  amuse  herself 
taking  a  cup  of  tea,  or  a  glass  of  wine,  or  reading  a 
paper '  or  something,  or  cloak-room  her  things  and 
go  for  a  walk,  until  about  twenty  minutes  to  nine. 
Then  she  must  take  the  train  for  Waterloo  Junction, 
go  in  to  the  main  station  and  watch  the  clock,  and 
be  at  that  bookstall  not  a  minute  sooner  or  later 
than  nine. 

'  This  is  not  a  case  of  meeting  a  sweetheart  who 
can  be  let  wait  awhile  to  teach  um  patience.  This 
is  business.  All  this  I'll  write  to  her,  and  you'll 
explain  to  Pohlmann.  You  speak  his  lingo,  so  you 
must  beat  it  all  into  his  little  Teutonuck  head,  and 
make  um  understand  right  down  through.  See 
that  ?' 

'Ay;  I'll  see  to  it,  sir,'  replied  Macgregor,  in 
the   tone  of   one   addressing    officially  a   superior 
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officer  with  whom  he  was  unofficially  on  familiar 
terms. 

'  That's  all  right,  then,'  said  Doherty,  taking  a 
long  draught  of  beer  and  passing  the  jug  to  Mac- 
gregor. 

The  latter  said : 

'  How  did  you  contrive  to  evade  the  minion  of 
the  law  in  Old  Compton  Street,  Mike?  I  was 
asleep,  and  never  knew  of  it  till  Mrs.  Hynes  told 
me  you  and  Pohlmann  were  away.' 

'  First  of  all  it  became  evident  that  the  place 
was  being  watched,  not  only  because  little  Stevens 
came  in,  but  because  some  of  the  boys  recognised 
Mr.  Keogh,  the  pollis  inspector.  Then  we  arranged 
where  we  were  to  go  to,  and  had  a  four-wheeled 
hack  convenient  in  Wardour  Street,  at  the  entrance 
of  a  court  leading  from  it  to  Dean  Street  at  6  a.m. 
We  got  Pohlmann  and  his  box  into  this  when  he 
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and  I  had  got  out  at  the  back  of  the  White  Lion 
into  the  court,  and  before  the  peeler  in  plain 
clothes  had  quite  realized  what  was  up,  I  had 
pasted  a  bit  of  brown  paper  over  the  number  back 
of  the  hack,  and  we  both  got  in  and  drove  off.  Of 
course,  at  that  time  of  day  there  was  no  other  cab 
to  be  got  to  follow  us  in.  In  case  of  the  driver 
being  advertised  for  and  asked  questions  of,  we 
just  drove  to  Victoria  Station,  where  we  took  the 
cars  for  Brixton.  There  we  took  the  box  out  of  the 
depot  ourselves  and  walked  to  the  address  where 
Pohlmann  now  is,  and  the  little  Dutchman  got 
rather  short-winded  with  the  weight  of  his  luggage, 
so  as  1  am  a  strong  sort  of  man  I  took  it  all  on  my 
shoulders  for  um,  as  if  I  was  a  man  he'd  engaged 
for  the  job,  and  carried  it  upstairs  for  um  at  19, 
Montfort  Place,  Kennington  Pioad.  I'd  had  a  good 
strategic  study  of  the  map  of  London  forst,  so  I 
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did  not  have  to  ask  anyone  the  way.  The  house 
is  kept  by  a  German  of  hke  feehngs  with  Pohhuann, 
so  they're  pigging  together  on  ham  and  sausage, 
which  I've  no  doubt  they  keep  in  their  bedrooms 
mixed  up  with  collars  and  ties  in  the  chest  of 
drawers.  Then  I  took  a  street-car  up  to  West- 
minster Bridge,  and  walked  to  where  I  am  now. 
Katey  Hynes  sent  a  boy — her  own  boy — with  my 
bag  done  up  in  brown  paper,  and  the  peelers  never 
thought  of  following  him.  In  fact,  I  should  have 
thought  they'd  given  over  watching  there  except 
for  what  you've  told  me  to-day,  and  they  were  only 
shadowing  you  to  find  me,  which  shows  they've 
lost  me.  I  take  my  exercise  here  in  the  dark  at 
present.  That's  how  we  made  a  hare  of  Mister 
Keogh.' 

'  Mike,  my  bonnie  man,  it   takes  more  than  a 
London  policeman  to  best  old  soldiers  like  you  and 
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me.      Pass   the   matches.      But   I'm   ahnxious   to 
know  what  Mr.  Stevens  is  doing  just  now.' 

'  Oh,  hang  Stevens  !' 

And  Doherty  hummed : 

'  For  all  their  cruel  parchment  laws 

We  care  not  a  thraneen, 
When  all  our  hills  and  valleys  dear 

Are  proudly  decked  in  green. 
Oh,  Ireland  was  a  grown-up  land, 

When  England  was  a  pup ; 
And  Ireland  will  be  Ireland  still 

When  England's 

But,  Mac,  I'm  sorry  I  killed  that  old  man.     Indeed 
I  am.' 


CHAPTEE  XL 

A    MATTER    OF    SEVENTY-FIVE    POUNDS. 

Mrs.  Vane  sat  at  lunch  in  the  large  table  d'hote 
room  of  the  Capitole  Hotel,  less  overpowered  than 
many  people  by  the  church-like  solemnity  of  that 
refectory,  which  usually  constrains  quite  chirpy, 
lively  and  forward  people  to  talk  in  subdued  under- 
tones, probably  from  that  British  reverence  for  the 
large  and  expensive  which  is  almost  a  religion. 

But  it  took  a  good  deal  to  overpower  Mrs.  Vane, 
or  to  make  her  feel  reverent  and  subdued.  Her 
temperament  was  quite  proof  against  the  influences 
which  impose  respect  or  evolve  awe  in  ordinary 
people.     She   was   indeed   rather   a   callous   little 
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woman,  I  am  afraid.  When  she  came  to  first 
Communion — some  years  ago  now — she  not  only 
wondered  what  the  embroidery  on  the  vestments 
cost,  but  whispered  her  wonder  to  a  shocked  young 
neighbour  in  the  kneehng  row.  When  she  was 
married  to  Mr.  Vane  she  noticed  that  his  trousers 
did  not  fit  well.  When  she  found  she  was  going  to 
have  a  baby  she  said  :  *  What  a  bother  !'  When  it 
died,  she  said:  'What  a  pity!'  and  sighed  with 
relief,  being  subsequently  entirely  consoled  by  find- 
ing that  it  had  not  spoilt  her  figure. 

She  had,  however,  a  delightfully  ingratiating 
manner  which  almost  convinced  the  most  sceptical 
that  she  had  deep  and  sincere  feelings  (for  them 
at  least,  if  not  for  others),  and  was  good-looking 
and  stylish  enough  into  the  bargain  to  make  that 
conviction  sure. 

It  was  a  fine  bright  day — indeed,  there  had  been 
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more  than  the  English  average  of  fine  bright  days 
latel}^ — and  Mrs.  Yane,  Hke  all  other  smart  ladies, 
had  dressed  accordingly,  as  soon  as  she  and  her 
trunk  had  been  delivered  by  the  elevator  to  her 
apartment  somewhere  in  the  most  bewildering 
immensities  of  the  hotel.  She  had  recently  arrived, 
according  to  instructions,  inscribed  herself  in  the 
hotel  register  as  Mrs.  Barry  from  San  Jose,  Guano, 
S.A.,  and  decided,  while  awaiting  further  develop- 
ments, to  lunch.  She  liked  nice  things,  and  the 
table  cVhote  lunch  was  fairly  good,  she  thought, 
for  an  English  hotel,  and  she  ordered  a  pint  of 
champagne,  thinking  that,  if  she  was  expected  to 
run  errands  and  risks  for  the  Cause,  she  would 
make  the  Cause  pay  for  it.  Truth  to  tell,  she  was 
a  trifle  weary  of  the  Cause. 

To  her  there  walked  in   a  well-dressed,  polite 
little  man  with  a  black  spiked  moustache,  called 
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Stevens,  who  had  a  telegram  in  his  pocket  running 
thus  :  '  Am  seeing  off  Mrs.  V.  by  early  train  to 
town.  Shaw,'  and  addressed  to  'Edmund  Stevens, 
Muller's  Private  Hotel,  York  Koad.' 

Now,  she  knew  that  Stevens  was  an  enemy,  and 
a  formidable  enemy,  to  the  Cause,  wherefore  her 
perverse  little  mind  insisted  on  giving  him  a  cordial 
greeting,  and  asking  him  to  sit  at  her  table. 
What  she  exactly  meant  is  very  doubtful.  It  is 
possible  that  she  did  not  know  herself.  In  any 
case  he  was  a  presentable,  clever  and  agreeable 
man,  who  had  always  appreciated  her,  and  if  she 
should  derive  any  hint  from  him  that  she  was 
putting  herself  into  actual  danger,  why,  the  Cause 
might  go  to  the  mischief,  along  with  the  great 
coarse,  stupid,  whisky-drinking  men  who  promoted 
it,  and  had  often  been,  since  the  first  excitement 
and    novelty  wore   off,   such   a   frequent   and   un- 
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speakable  bore  to  her.  After  all,  what  did  she 
care  about  Ireland  ?  She  had  been  taken  there 
once,  thought  Dublin  a  dreary  provincial  town 
where  it  rained,  and  found  the  west,  with  its 
mountains,  peat-bogs,  stone  walls  and  bare-footed 
women  with  shawls  over  their  heads,  and  long 
car-drives,  perfectly  insupportable.  And  when  she 
at  last  found  a  really  nice  young  gentleman  in 
a  neat  uniform  to  talk  to  in  a  dingy  and  desolate 
hotel  in  Gal  way,  she  was  lectured  and  prohibited, 
not  because  her  husband  was  jealous — oh  no  !  he 
had  not  the  sense — but  because  the  young  gentle- 
man was  a  District  Inspector  forsooth,  and  there- 
fore what  Yane  called  a  '  mormadon '  of  the 
English  Government.  No ;  on  the  whole  the 
Cause  was  becoming  rieiix  Jen,  and  she  liked 
London  a  great  deal  better  than  fifty  Irelands. 
She  liked  to  feel  and  hear  her  heels  on  a  good 
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wide  smooth  pavement,  to  look  at  shops,  to  go 
to  theatres  and  select  restaurants,  and  now  she 
had  got  away  from  the  stupid  old  house  of  Crowhill, 
and  her  kindly  but  deadly  tiresome  husband,  and 
that  stupid  boy  who  was  in  love  with  her  but  had 
not  the  civility  (or  perhaps  the  courage)  to  tell 
her  so,  and  that  exasperating  man  who  was  not 
in  love  with  her,  but  ought  to  be,  she  meant  to 
have  a  regular  good  holiday  and  a  thoroughly 
good  time.  Cause  or  no  Cause.  So  she  was  very 
pleasant  to  Mr.  Stevens.     Some  call  this  hedging. 

While  they  were  conversing,  a  young  lady,  dark, 
pretty,  neatly  dressed  in  black,  was  conducted  to 
'  Mrs.  Barry  '  by  a  uniformed  porter  of  the  hotel. 
The  young  lady  laid  a  note  upon  the  table,  and 
said : 

*  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  was  asked  to  give  you 
this.' 
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*  Won't  you  sit  down  ?'  said  Mrs.  Vane 
pleasantly. 

'  No,  thank  you  ;  I  can't  wait.' 

And  she  scanned  Mrs.  Vane's  face,  pretty  summer 
costume,  ringed  slender  hands,  and  general  appear- 
ance with  calm  severity,  for  she  was  Eva  Lee,  and 
knew  well  that  this  was  the  woman  who  '  carried 
on,'  as  the  popular  expression  goes,  with  sundry 
gentlemen,  more  particularly  with  one  Harry  Long, 
in  whom  she,  Eva  Lee,  took  a  personal  interest. 
And  then  she  went  away,  with  an  upright  gait  and 
a  calm  haughtiness  of  expression  which  was  per- 
haps a  trifle  overdone,  to  join  the  same  Harry 
Long,  who  w^as  sitting  in  a  hansom  outside  the 
hotel  door.  They  had  been  out  to  breakfast,  and 
were  now  on  the  way  to  the  back  entrance  of  the 
Prince's,  but  Eva  had  told  him  she  had  a  note  to 
deliver  at  the  Capitole,  and  they  had  taken  it  on 
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the  way.  Eva  thought  as  she  cHmbed  into  the 
hansom  :  '  She  is  pretty,  but  I  don't  thmk  much 
of  her.  I  shan't  tell  Harry  who  I've  seen,  or  he 
might  go  back  to  call  while  I'm  washing  glasses, 
and  won't  know  where  he  is.  You  never  know 
what  men  won't  do.' 

Mr.  Stevens  looked  at  the  note  which  lay  beside 
Mrs.  Vane's  wine-glasses  and  bread,  on  her  right. 
She  was  sitting  opposite  to  him,  and  he  read  the 
address  upside  down  without  much  difficulty : 
'  Mrs.  Barry,  Capitole  Hotel.'  Then  he  took  a 
leather  pocket-book  from  his  inside  breast-pocket 
— he  wore  a  black  morning  coat — and  produced  a 
bank-note  for  fifty  pounds.  This  he  held  in  his 
left  hand. 

'  Mrs.  Barry,'  he  said,  '  I  will  give  you  fifty 
pounds  for  that  note.' 

She  drew  herself  up  and  opened  her  eyes. 

VOL.   II.  27 
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'  Oh,  do  not  talk  absurdly.' 

'  I  will  give  you  this  Bank  of  England  note  for 
fifty  pounds  with  my  left  hand  at  the  moment 
when  you  put  that  note  into  my  right.  You  can 
get  many  pretty  and  useful  things  with  fifty 
pounds.' 

Mrs.  Vane  looked  shy  and  sly. 

'  It  is  only  a  bill  from  the  dressmaker.' 

'I  know.  I  am  offering  to  pay  it,  you 
see.' 

'  Do  you  really  think  it  is  worth  fifty 
pounds  ?' 

Shyness  predominant. 

'  That  is  my  risk.' 

'  I  think,  Mr.  Stevens,  that  it  is  worth  much 
more.  I  do  not  think  fifty  pounds  will  pay  this 
bill,'  shaking  it  gently,  and  looking  down  at  her 
fingers. 
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'  I  do.' 

'  I  am  sure  it  will  not  be  under  one  hundred 
pounds.' 

'  I  doubt  if  it  is  worth  all  I  have  offered.  I  beg 
to  inform  you  that  fifty  pounds  is  really  a  very 
handsome  tender,  and  I  cannot  conscientiously 
increase  it.' 

*  Ah  !  but  afterwards  ?'  head  on  one  side,  pen- 
sive. 

'  I  will  see  to  that.     You  will  be  safe.' 

'  And  if  I  do  not  give  it  you  at  all  ?'  smiling 
archly. 

'  Then  I  am  afraid  I  shall  have  to  take  it,  and  if 
there  was  a  noise,  and  a  nasty  police-case,  with 
Miss  Eva  Lee  and  her  promising  old  papa  in  the 
witness-box,  and  it  came  out  that  you  were  staying 
here  with  a  false  name  and  address,  and  cor- 
responding   with    compromising    people,   I    don't 
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thiiik  you   would    like   it.     Hadn't   we   better  be 
pleasant  ?' 

Mrs.  Yane  replied  without  any  affectation  : 

'  I  will  tell  you  something,  Mr.  Stevens.  You 
are  the  first  person  I  was  ever  afraid  of,  and  con- 
sequently the  only  person  I  have  ever  respected. 
Now,  be  pleasant,  and  give  me  seventy-five  pounds, 
and  3'ou  shall  have  the  note,  and  anything  I  can 
tell  you  about  this  stupid,  stupid  old  conspiracy 
also.' 

*  Yery  well.' 

And  Stevens  extracted  more  notes  from  the 
pocket-book. 

'Here!'  said  Mrs.  Yane  quietly,  holding  out  the 
note. 

Stevens  took  it  and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

'  Thanks  !'  he  said.  '  I  knew  we  should  end  by 
agreeing.     I  could  always  see  that   your  natural 
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gifts  and  refined  taste  compelled  you  to  dislike  and 
despise  the  petty  little  network  of  inefficient  con- 
spiracy which  accident  had  cast  round  you.' 

'.Tell  me,  suppose  I  had  torn  up  that  note  with 
one  hand  while  I  took  the  money.  You  would 
have  been  a  little — sold,  yes  ?' 

'  No.  There  would  only  have  been  the  trouble 
of  putting  the  pieces  together.  Of  course,  if  you 
had  irrecoverably  destroyed  it — which  you  had  no 
means  of  doing,  as  there  is  no  fire,  and  the  windows 
are  too  far  off — it  would  have  been  much  the  same 
as  if  you  had  refused  to  give  it,  a  nasty  police-case, 
with  the  additional  item  that  you  would  be  charged 
with  stealing  my  money  as  well.' 

'  Tell  me  again,  if  I  am  so  much  in  your  power 
as  all  that,  why  do  you  offer  me  a  bargain  at  all  ? 
Why  did  you  not  simply  arrest  me  ?  It  would  be 
cheaper.' 
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*  Because  you  can  give  me  really  useful  informa- 
tion, and,  if  I  may  add  it  without  offence,  because 
I  admire  you  a  great  deal  too  much  to  willingly 
make  things  uncomfortable  for  you.' 

'  Thank  you.  Of  course,  nothing  of  conse- 
quence will  happen  to  any  of  my  friends.  I 
should  regret  to  be  the  means  of  causing  them 
serious  trouble.' 

'  Of  course  ;  we  need  not  discuss  that.  Mr.  Vane 
is  quite  safe  at  present,  I  believe,  though  it  is 
doubtful  if  he  would  have  remained  so  much 
longer.  That  I  can  tell  you,  without  hesita- 
tion.' 

*  Oh,  let  us  talk  about  something  more  interest- 
ing.' 

'  We  will  begin  by  reading  this  note.  Ha !  it 
appears  that  you  are  to  go  to-night  to  Waterloo 
Station,  to  be  at  the  bookstall  at  nine  precisely 
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by  the  station  clock,  in  readiness  to  meet  a 
gentleman,  a  foreigner,  who  will  recognise  you 
by  the  customary  signs.  This  sort  of  thing,  I 
suppose  ?' 

'  Yes,  yes.' 

'  He  will  give  his  luggage  into  your  charge, 
ready  labelled  for  Shervil,  and  you  will  take 
it  away  at  once  by  the  9.15  train,  wiring  to 
Yane  to  send  a  fly  to  meet  you.  Yery  pretty 
indeed.' 

'  And  I  to  go  back,  when  I  have  just  come,  and 
not  seen  one  shop,  one  theatre !  Oh,  these  men  and 
their  plots  are  too  ridiculous  !  I  should  not  have 
gone  in  any  case.  Will  you  take  me  to  a  theatre 
to-night,  Mr.  Stevens?' 

'  Well,  yes ;  I  don't  mind.  I  will  come  and  fetch 
you  at — what  time  ?' 

'  I  will  make  them  get  me  tickets  at  the  hotel. 
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For  something  amusing.  Come  and  dine  with  me 
at  seven.' 

'  Very  well.  I  may  have  to  leave  you  for  a  little 
while  in  the  course  of  the  performance,  but  I  shan't 
be  long.  Pooro  Beng !  I  forgot  Miss  Lee.  I 
believe  she  knows  me.  I  must  go  and  see  if  she's 
on  duty,  and  if  she  gives  anyone  the  office.  I  must 
be  off,  madam,  at  once,  I  regret  to  say.' 

'  You  will  not  forget  to  come  back  ?' 

'  How  could  I  ?  But  I  have  one  or  two  things 
to  see  to  this  afternoon.  For  the  present,  good- 
bye.' 

'  A  tantot: 

And  Mrs.  Vane  nodded  amicably  as  she  crushed 
the  notes  into  the  bosom  of  her  frock. 

'  Now,  I  like  that  woman,'  thought  Stevens  as 
he  walked  quickly  along  Northumberland  Avenue 
towards  Trafalgar  Square  ;  '  there's  a  calm  cheek 
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about  her  which  is  taking,  and  I  beheve  she  is  per- 
fectly sincere  when  she  says  she  only  respects 
people  she  is  afraid  of,  and  that  I'm  the  one.  As 
I  shall  most  undoubtedly  have  to  take  care  of  her, 
considerable  care,  in  the  future,  I  had  better  make 
up  my  mind  to  like  her  now.' 

Then  he  went  and  had  a  very  thorough  look  at 
the  Prince's,  where  Miss  Lee  w^as  not  visible,  and 
ended  by  placing  himself  at  the  upper  end  of  the 
long  bar-room  in  a  recess  at  a  table  with  a  news- 
paper, where  he  smoked  and  sipped  coffee,  and 
could  see  all  down  the  room  as  far  as  the  door. 
His  aim  was  partly  to  watch,  and  partly  to  formu- 
late a  plan.  The  note  written  by  Doherty,  and 
signed  by  his  initials,  and  conveyed  by  Eva  Lee, 
had  no  address,  and  Stevens  and  the  police  had 
been  unable  to  find  the  present  whereabouts  of 
Doherty,  or  of  the  little  German  supposed  to  be 
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one  Pohlmann  of  Chicago.  Doherty  was  not  such 
a  fool  as  to  come  to  the  Pnnce's  himself.  The  note 
might  have  been  carried  by  any  hand — perhaps  by 
a  boy  or  girl — as  far  as  Miss  Lee.  It  might  even 
have  been  enclosed  to  her  by  post,  but  it  was  more 
likely  to  have  been  sent  by  hand. 

That  odd  person,  General  Macgregor,  lived  in  an 
upper  room  at  the  White  Lion,  and  made  no  dis- 
guise about  it,  but  it  was  in  vain  that  he  had  been 
tracked  and  '  shadowed.'  He  was  a  very  wary  old 
bird,  and  used  to  put  the  '  shadow '  to  so  much 
trouble  and  expense  that  it  seemed  beyond  doubt 
that  the  General  had  ways  of  becoming  aware  that 
he  was  being  watched.  Once  he  had  gone  into  a 
public-house  which  was  known  both  by  himself 
and  the  follower  to  have  two  exits  into  different 
streets.  The  follower  was  therefore  constrained  to 
follow  him  inside  for  fear  of  losing  him,  and,  being 
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inside,  had  to  order  something.  Macgregor  soon 
entered  into  casual  conversation  with  him,  and  in 
the  long-rmi  so  filled  that  follower  up  with  whisky 
that  he  could  not  read  the  number  of  a  cab.  In 
the  meantime,  Mac  entered  a  hansom  with  un- 
altered gravity,  and  a  little  twinkle  in  his  eye, 
and  told  the  driver  to  go  slowly  round  St.  James's 
Park.  The  follower  fell  into  another  hansom, 
shouted  something  unintelligible  through  the  trap- 
door, and  was  soon  fast  asleep,  with  his  head 
limply  bent  forward,  and  his  body  sunk  down  on 
the  seat.  The  cabman  delivered  him  at  the 
nearest  police-station. 

'  Yes  ;  he's  tricky,  very,'  reflected  Stevens.  '  I 
must  see  if  I  can't  best  him ;  I'm  fairly  tricky, 
too.  I  wonder  who  that  young  gentleman  is  ? 
Surely  I've  seen  him  somewhere.  Let  me  see. 
Got  it — young  gentleman  in  canoe  at  Starmouth. 
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In  mourning,  too.  Mr.  Shaw's  young  friend,  the 
son  of  the  baronet  who  got  put  out  of  the  way  by 
— now,  was  it  Lee  or  Doherty?  I've  asked  Lee, 
and  put  the  bindingest  Eomany  oaths  on  him,  and 
he  only  says  he  didn't  do  it,  and  is  not  acquainted 
with  the  man  who  did.  Now,  Lee  is,  of  course,  an 
old  liar,  but  I  don't  think  he  did  it,  though,  if  so, 
he  knows  that  Doherty  did.  If  I  could  only  get 
at  one  or  two  of  them  off  their  guard,  by  drink  or 
eavesdropping,  I'd  bottle  somebody  for  murder  as 
well  as  treason-felony.  It's  a  pity  if  I  haven't 
brains  enough  not  to  be  given  away  by  a  second- 
class  gang  like  this.  Wonder  what  that  young 
gentleman's  here  for?  Not  one  of  the  girls,  for 
he  doesn't  talk  to  them.  Waiting  about  for  some- 
one ;  some  pal  of  his  own,  I  dare  say.  Ah !  what's 
this  ?  Old  Macgregor,  2^<^u  mi  deari  Doovel  /*  and 
-''  By  my  dear  Lord ! 
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my  young  gentleman  going  to  talk  to  that  jxnm) 
Bengesko  sap  .'"^  Now,  what's  the  little  game,  I 
wonder  ?     This  must  be  attended  to.' 

And  he  held  up  his  newspaper,  in  which  he  had 
made  a  hole. 

*  Old  seed  of  the  devil. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

'  GO    WHILE    THE    DOOR    IS    OPEN.' 

When  Harry  Long  had  delivered  Eva  up  at  the 
back  entrance  of  the  Prmce's,  and  seen  her  skh'ts 
disappear  up  the  marble  stairs  which  led  into  the 
regions  near  the  sky  inhabited  by  the  staff  of  that 
establishment,  he  went  into  the  buffet,  still  fairly 
crowded  with  men  lunching,  and  men  who  had 
been  lunching,  where  he  dawdled  about  for  a  little 
while,  till  two  o'clock,  when  the  relief  was  due 
behind  the  counter.  At  that  time,  however,  Eva 
appeared,  only  to  say : 

'  Look  here,  I'm  sorry,  but  the  duty's  changed.' 

'  Oh,  blow  the  duty  !     Again  ?' 
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'Yes;  I'll  tell  you  if  you'll  listen,  but  I  can't  stop. 
General  Macgregor  is  sure  to  come  in  this  after- 
noon sometime,  but  I  shan't  be  here.  We're  short, 
because  Miss  Watson's  been  taken  ill,  and  I  have 
got  to  go  to  the  theatre  matinee  instead  of  her,  so  I 
shan't  see  him,  and  I  want  you  to  give  him  a  mes- 
sage. Here  !  take  a  bit  of  block  and  write  it  down : 
"  Stevens  was  lunching  with  her."  That's  all. 
Will  you  be  sure  to  do  it  ?' 

'  All  right.' 

'  I'm  much  obliged.  Good-bye.  No,  mustn't 
shake  hands  across  the  counter ;  only  manageresses 
can  shake  hands  and  wear  flowers  here.' 

So  Miss  Lee  went  away  to  the  stalls  refresh- 
ment-bar in  the  theatre  next  door,  which  the 
Prince's  people  catered  for,  where  there  was  a 
matinee  on  that  particular  day,  while  Harry  loitered 
about  the  buffet  and  felt  rather  sold. 
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After  a  time  General  Macgregor  appeared, 
greeted  Harry  Long  kindly  enough  —  they  had 
met  once  already  since  the  first  occasion  of  their 
acquaintance — and  ordered  the  inevitable  Dundee 
whisky.  Harry  said  to  him  in  a  cautious 
voice : 

'Miss  Lee  is  unexpectedly  put  on  duty  in 
the  theatre,  but  she  gave  me  a  message  for 
you.' 

'  The  devil  she  did  !' 

'  You  may  think  it  was  rash  of  her,  but  she  had 
no  other  way,  you  see,  of  letting  you  know  at  once ; 
that  is,  if  time  were  any  object.  Besides,  I  hope 
you  will  accept  my  word  that  I  would  not  betray 
anyone's  confidence  who  trusted  me,  least  of  all 
hers.  Besides,  I  don't  the  least  understand  the 
message.' 

'Well,  well,  ye're   a   good  lad,   and   an   honest 
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gentleman,   and    she   might    trust  worse    people. 
What's  the  message  ?' 

'  She  delivered  a  note  at  the  Capitole.  I  was 
with  her ;  at  least,  I  didn't  go  in,  but  waited  in  the 
cab  outside — she  asked  me  to  stay  outside — and 
then  we  drove  back  here,  and  she  just  had  time  to 
tell  me  after  she  found  out  the  duty  was  different, 
and  therefore  couldn't  see  you  personally  as  she 
had  expected.  So  I  was  to  tell  you  this  :  "  Stevens 
was  lunching  with  her."  I  don't  understand  who 
Stevens  is,  or  who  "  her  "  is,  or  what  it's  all  about, 
don't  you  know,  but  I've  repeated  the  message 
faithfully.' 

Macgregor  opened  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  made 
a  face. 

'  This  is  a  serious  matter,  Sir  Henry,  more  so 
than  you  imagine.  I  must  think  what  is  to  be 
done.' 

VOL.  II.  28 
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*  Can  I  assist  you  in  any  way  ?' 

'  You  ?     Man,  you  don't  know  what  you're  talk- 
ing about !' 

'  Perhaps    I    know,    or    guess,    more   than   you 
think.' 

'  What  do  you  know,  then  ?'  inquired  Macgregor 
dryly. 

'Would  I  be  far  wrong  in  suggesting  that  you 
and  Mr.  Yane  and  Mr.  Lee  and  a  few  other  people 
are  interested  in  a  certain  movement  ?  That  some 
little  details  of  your  arrangements  do  not  strictly 
adhere  to  limits  laid  down  by  statutes — more 
especially  the  statute  of  treason  -  felony  ?  And 
that  information  recently  received  has  led  you  to 
suppose  that — that  there  is  a  leak  somewhere  in 
the  boiler,  so  to  speak,  likely  to  endanger  the 
movement  ?' 

'  Ay,  and  not  unlikely  to  jerk  up  the  people  who 
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run  the  machine  sky  high.  I  see.  This  comes  of 
letting  lasses  into  secrets.  No,  I  don't  mean  you 
and  Miss  Lee.  She  doesn't  really  know  anything 
worth  mentioning,  and  what  she  does  know  it's 
only  natural  that  she  should  babble  to  a  certain 
bonnie  lad  that  she  fancies.  It's  the  other  I'm 
thinking  of.  I  hardly  can  think  it  possible ! 
There,  you'll  not  betray  gentlemen  in  trouble,  I 
know.  My  difficulty  is  this :  There  is  a  man  in 
danger  of  serious  trouble — here,  come  away  and 
sit  in  this  recess.  There's  a  man,  A'am  saying, 
whom  I  wish  to  warn  of  serious  danger,  in  con- 
sequence of  what  you  have  told  me — in  fact,  there 
are  two  men,  but  one  of  them  can  warn  the  other. 
I  will  not  tell  you  the  nature  of  the  danger,  because 
that  would  be  placing  a  responsibility  on  you  I 
would  not  have  you  bear.  I  am  being  followed 
and  watched,  therefore  can't  go  myself.     It  would 
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take  too  long  to  lose  my  followers,  and  I  might  not 
succeed  in  doing  so.' 

*  Couldn't  you  wire  ?' 

'  I  should  be  followed  to  the  telegraph  office,  and 
the  telegram  would  be  read,  and  delaj^ed  by  the 

police  with  no  more  hesitation  than  your  d d 

snob  of  a  Government  has  in  opening  letters. 
Surr,  if  you  would  walk  or  drive  a  certain  distance 
in  London,  and  deliver  a  brief  message,  you  would 
save  a  man's  liberty  and  life,  in  all  human  pro- 
bility — but  ma  sins !  I  forgot,  you  are  not  the 
man  who  should  do  it  either.  It's  a  bad  chob  all 
round.' 

'  Why  shouldn't  I  do  it  ?  Look  here.  General,  I 
ask  no  questions.  How  much  I  may  sympathize 
with  a  certain  Cause  I  will  not  say,  but  it  seems  to 
me  I  may  do  good  all  round  by  preventing  some 
futile   act   of  violence,  of   which   I   cannot   say  I 
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approve — for,  after  all,  I'm  an  English  gentleman, 
as  well  as  by  getting  some  poor  wrong-headed 
enthusiast  out  of  a  bad  hole.' 

*  Ay,  ay,  but  ye  dawn't  know.  And  I'll  not  tell 
you,'  replied  Macgregor  gloomily. 

'Hear  me  now,'  said  Harry;  'I  will  take  your 
message.  You've  been  kind  to  me,  and  you  stood 
by  me  when  I  tried  to  defend  a  girl  I — respect, 
and  I'll  do  as  you  wish  now,  blindfold,  so  to  speak. 
I'll  pull  it  off  all  right.' 

'  Surr,  God  bless  you,  and  forgive  us  all  our  sins  ! 
Maybe  I  should  not  be  doing  the  things  I  do  my- 
self, but  I'm  too  auld  a  dog  to  lairn  new  tricks. 
This  business  is  all  up,  and  I'm  away  with  old  Lee 
to-day,  if  he'll  come  to  Bulgaria.  I  believe  there's 
a  bit  of  a  desturrbance  there  coming  on.  Will  you 
do  just  this :  Go  to  19,  Delancey  Street,  Kegent's 
Park,  near  the  York  and  Albany,  where  the  Water- 
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loo  omnibus  stops,  and  ask  for  Mr.  Barry.  If  there 
is  any  hesitation  at  letting  ye  in,  ask  them  to  tell 
him  the  wind's  changing,  and  he'll  see  you.  Then 
tell  him  what  you've  told  me,  adding  that  you  went 
at  my  request,  and  that  he  is  to  use  his  discretion. 
Also  that  I  leave  this  evening  for  Eotterdam,  via 
Liverpool  Street.  Will  you  do  this  ?' 
'  Certainly.  Shall  I  come  back  here  ?' 
*As  you  please.  But  not  with  the  object  of 
finding  me.  You  will  hear  of  me  at  the  White 
Lion  in  Old  Compton  Street,  Soho.  If  there  is 
any  difficulty  made  when  you  inquire  there,  say 
again  that  the  wind  is  changing.  Don't  say  it  for 
all  the  loafers  to  hear,  for  some  are  informers  and 
some  are  spies.  And  now,  if  ye're  going,  ma  lad, 
go  soon,  and  I  hope  ye'll  live  to  be  a  happy  man 
with  bonny  children  and  a  warm  hearth,  and  not 
forget  that  there  are  one  or  two  wandering  weather- 
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beaten  old  wasters  about  the  world  without  kin  or 
home,  who  will  bless  the  memory  of  your  name  as 
men  once  did  Flora  Macdonald's.' 

Harry  left  the  Prince's  by  the  back  entrance, 
and  walked  as  far  as  Kegent  Street,  where  he 
hailed  a  hansom,  and  drove  to  the  York  and 
Albany.  He  thought  it  would  be  as  well  not  to 
drive  right  up  to  the  address.  Even  Harry  had 
that  much  acumen.  But  he  found  it  necessary, 
after  wandering  down  Park  Street  as  far  as  the 
Hampstead  Eoad,  to  inquire  where  Delancey  Street 
was,  and  from  natural  habit,  forgetting  for  the 
moment  the  nature  of  his  mission,  made  that 
inquiry  of  a  policeman.  Then  he  walked  up  Park 
Street  again,  and  eventually  succeeded,  with  the 
aid  of  a  milkman,  in  finding  his  destination. 

His  heart  beat  rather  violently  as  he  mounted 
the  steep  steps  to  the  narrow^  yellowish-brown  front- 
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door  of  No.  19,  and  used  the  knocker,  for  he  felt 
he  was  coming  into  a  presence  strange  and  awe- 
striking  to  him,  that  he  was  treading  on  the  border 
of  a  mysterious  and  terrible  world,  of  the  existence 
of  which  he  had  had  hitherto  the  vaguest  concep- 
tion. AYhen  good  Mrs.  McShane  opened  the  door 
he  asked  for  Mr.  Barry. 

'  I  don't  know  that  he  is  in,  sir.  Would  you 
leave  any  message  ?' 

'  Will  you  kindly  see  if  he  is  in,  and  if  so,  tell 
him  the — er — wind  is  changing  ?' 

'Ah,  sure  I  will,  sir!'  After  a  pause  Mrs. 
McShane  returned,  saying :  '  Mr.  Barry  will  be 
pleased  to  see  you,  sir.  Will  you  step  inside  ? 
Take  care  of  the  mat  now !  It's  a  dark  place 
when  the  door's  shut  and  you're  not  used  to  it.' 
And  she  opened  the  second  door  on  the  right 
leading  into  a  back  parlour,  which  was  Mr.  Barry's 
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sitting-room,  and  said :  '  The  gentleman  for  you, 
Mr.  Barry.' 

Harry  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a  tall 
robust  man,  between  forty  and  fifty,  with  a  round 
head  and  a  face  something  like  the  caricatures  of 
Bismarck — which  he  had  surely  seen  before — while 
Mike  Doherty  saw,  with  some  surprise,  a  young 
gentleman  belonging  more  or  less  to  the  *  masher  ' 
class,  with  a  fluffy  black  frock-coat,  and  a  big  salmon- 
coloured  carnation,  whom  he  remembered  to  have 
seen  in  flannels  in  a  canoe  the  day  he  arrived  at 
Starmouth,  for  Captain  Doherty  was  not  the  kind 
of  person  who  remembers  a  face  but  forgets 
where  he  last  saw  it.  Doherty  bowed,  and  Harry 
said  : 

'  You  must — er — excuse  my  calling.  You  may 
think  it's  no  business  of  mine,  but  I  have  come 
straight  from  General  Macgregor.     He  hadn't  any- 
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one  better  to  send.  I  was  to  warn  you  that  some- 
thing's up.  There  was  a  message  delivered  to-day 
at  the  Capitole  by  a — in  fact,  lady,  with  whom  I 
happened  to  be  acquainted,  and  she  said  after- 
wards, "  Stevens  was  lunching  with  her,"  and  I 
gave  that  message  to  Macgregor.  I  didn't  under- 
stand it  exactly,  don't  you  know,  but  I  told 
General  Macgregor  if  I  could  be  useful  in  the 
matter,  as  he  seemed  rather  in  a  stew,  I  would 
be  happy  to  do  so,  and  that  I  would,  of  course, 
respect  and  forget  any  confidence  put  in  me.  And 
he  was  good  enough  to  entrust  me  with  this 
message  to  you.  You  were  to  use  your  discretion, 
and  I  w^as  to  add  that  he  was  leaving  Liverpool 
Street  for  Rotterdam  himself  this  evening.' 

*  Sit  down,  me  boy.  It's  very  kind  of  you  to 
take  this  trouble.  You  will  be  an  Englishman,  I 
suppose  now  ?' 
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'  I  am.  But  my  sympathies  are  with  Ireland  as 
far  as  justice  demands,'  repHed  Harry  with  no 
small  pomp  and  condescension  ;  '  though  I  must 
say  I  don't  approve  of  violence  and  dynamite,  and 
shooting  people  and  all  that.' 

'  You  think  that  is  overdoing  the  justice  part,  I 
reckon  ?  Well,  we  won't  discuss  that.  You're 
an  English  gentleman,  sir,  that  is  very  evident, 
and  if  they  breed  up  a  few  more  of  your  sort 
England  will  be  no  shucks  of  a  country  yet. 
Fancy  that  little  cat  giving  us  away  !  I  couldn't 
have  believed  it !  Well,  she  and  Stevens  will  have 
to  engage  apartments  in  the  basement  of  Purga- 
tory some  day  pretty  soon,  I  expect.  Friend  of 
yours  at  one  time,  wasn't  she?  Pat  Vane  said 
so.' 

Then  it  suddenly  flashed  on  Harry  where  he  had 
seen  the  tall  bullet-headed  Irishman  before,  one 


204  TREA  SON-FELONY 

still  summer  day,  in  a  smart  varnished  yacht's 
boat,  with  other  persons — among  them  a  pretty 
little  lady  in  a  white  he  ret. 

'  Who  do  you  mean  ?' 

*  Why,  Mrs.  Vane,  Mary  Carmen  Shindler,  whose 
life  and  money  and  parents  we  saved  at  the  risk 
of  our  lives  in  a  South  American  war  !  Great 
Scott,  sir  !  Macgregor  and  Vane  and  I  together, 
we  fought  our  way  through  a  town  full  of  shooting, 
yelling,  bayoneting  rowdies  to  save  that  woman 
and  her  belongings  from  fire  and  loot  and  worse. 
We  have  believed  in  her  and  worshipped  her  like 
a  religion  for  years,  poor  old  Pat  forst,  and  second 
to  him,  on  a  back  seat,  Mac  and  me.  And  she 
has  sold  the  pass  now.  I  wonder  what  she  got  for 
it  ?  Well,  it's  over,  and  I  must  set  to  work  and 
dig  out  now.  Liverpool  Street  you  said,  young 
gentleman  ?' 
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'  Er— yes.' 

*  Excuse  me,  I  did  not  catch  your  name  ?' 
'  My  name's  Long.' 

*  What  r  said  Doherty,  sitting  bolt  upright  at 
the  little  oval  table  of  the  dingy  back  parlour, 
with  a  sudden  terror  in  his  face. 

*  Long  —  Sir  Henry  Long.  My  father,  you 
know,  died  rather  mysteriously  a  month  or  two 
ago,  so  I've  come  in  for  the — er — thing,  don't  you 
know.' 

Doherty  suddenly  dropped  his  head  on  his 
hands  on  the  table,  and  muttered  : 

*  God,  the  Father  of  heaven,  have  mercy  upon 
me  a  sinner !' 

*  What's  the  matter,  Mr.  Barry  ?'  said  Harry 
Long. 

Doherty  stood  up  and  said  : 

*  Matter !      I'm    not    Mr.    Barry !      I'm    Mike 
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Doherty,  and  you,  i/ou  of  all  people  in  the  wide 
world,  come  here  to  save  me  from  capture  !  You're 
ignorant  of  what  you're  doing.  It's  a  fraud  on 
you.  I  won't  be  saved  at  all !  I'll  stay  here.  Go 
and  whistle  for  a  peeler,' 

'  Are  you  mad  ?'  said  Harry  rather  tremulously. 

*  No ;  I  wish  I  was.     My  boy,   my  poor   clever 

lad,  I  murdered I  didn't  mean  to  kill  him, 

only  to  stop  him  from  impeding  my  escape,  that 
I  will  swear  in  the  presence  of  the  blessed  Sacra- 
ment.' 

Harry  trembled  all  over,  and  there  was  silence 
for  some  time,  for  he  understood  at  last.  After 
awhile  he  said  : 

'  Mr.  Doherty,  I  understand.  There  is  no  pre- 
tence that  I  am  ignorant  of  what  I  am  doing  now.' 

'  You  will  do  what  you  like  ;  I  will  make  no 
resistance.' 
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'  Then,  I  say,  go  while  the  door  is  open !' 

And  Harry  stood  still  and  quiet,  and  upright, 
looking  and  behaving  like  what  he  was,  a  fine 
English  gentleman,  fit  to  be  the  son  of  his 
father. 

Doherty  bent  his  head  and  twisted  a  chair  about 
with  his  hands.     At  last  he  said  : 

'  I  can't  speak  at  all.'  Then,  after  another 
pause,  he  said :  *  The  words  are  not  made  for  the 
thoughts  that  I'm  thinking.' 

Harry  quietly  took  up  his  hat  and  stick  and 
gloves  and  walked  out  of  the  house. 

In  the  street  outside,  a  neatly-dressed  shortish 
man  with  a  waxed  black  moustache  addressed  him 
civilly : 

'  Sir  Henry  Long,  I  think  ?' 

Harry  recognised  another  of  the  occupants  of 
that  yacht's  boat,  and  replied  wearily  : 
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'  Yes.' 

'  Did  you  find  Mike  Doherty  at  home  ?' 

Harry,  assuming  this  person  to  be  '  another  of 
these  blessed  plotters,'  and  never  dreaming  that 
he  had  been  carefully  followed  from  the  Prince's, 
replied : 

'  Oh  yes  !   he's  at  home.' 

Stevens,  assuming  something  not  far  from  the 
truth  about  Harry's  connection  with  the  whole 
matter,  simply  smiled,  and  said : 

'It's  a  little  imprudent  of  a  person  of  your  posi- 
tion to  be  acquainted  with  people  of  this  sort, 
isn't  it  ?' 

*  That's  my  business,'  said  Harry.  '  Good-day.' 
And  as  he  walked  down  Albany  Street,  hardly 
knowing  or  caring  for  the  moment  where  he  was 
going,  the  thought  came  to  him,  '  I  know  now,  on 
absolutely   convincing    evidence,   that    there's  no 


'GO  WHILE  THE  DOOR  IS  OPEN'  209 

shadow  of  this  business  hanging  over  poor  Eva. 
That's  something.' 

Later  in  the  afternoon  Mike  Doherty  came  out 
of  his  lodging  with  a  bag  and  went  (now,  thanks  to 
Stevens,  carefully  watched  by  two  men)  to  Dr. 
Pohlmann's  dwelling  in  Montfort  Place,  Kenning- 
ton  Eoad.  Wliile  he  was  there,  one  of  the  men 
stayed  and  watched,  while  the  other  (who  happened 
to  be  Inspector  Keogh)  went  and  fetched  a  couple 
more  plain-clothes  constables.  Then  they  knocked 
at  the  door  of  the  house,  and  directly  the  German 
landlord  opened  the  door.  Inspector  Keogh  put  his 
foot  between  it  and  the  jamb  and  shouldered  his  way 
in,  followed  by  the  two  men.  The  other  remained 
in  the  street,  while  a  constable  in  uniform  had  been 
already  despatched  to  watch  the  back  of  the  house. 

*  Now,'  said  Inspector  Keogh,  *  we'll  bottle  the 
lot  nicely.' 
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And  they  went  first  into  the  ground-floor  room, 
where  Httle  Pohlmann  was  kneehng  in  his  shirt- 
sleeves over  a  box,  which  he  was  hurriedly  empty- 
ing of  its  contents,  which  were,  as  it  happened, 
ingredients  and  apparatus  for  the  manufacture  of  a 
certain  highly  propellent  explosive,  which  is  com- 
posed of  certain  proportions,  which  need  not  be 
named,  of  ammonium  nitrate  and  di-nitro-benzol, 
melted  together  at  a  certain  temperature,  and 
mixed  with  another  cheap  and  simple  substance, 
which  need  not  be  mentioned.  The  two  constables 
seized  Pohlmann  at  once.  Doherty  stood  by  with 
one  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  a  revolver  in  the  other. 

*  It's  not  worth  while  shooting.  Captain  Doherty,' 
said  Inspector  Keogh ;  '  there's  enough  of  us  here 
to  exhaust  all  your  five  barrels,  and  then  put  you 
away  all  the  same,  so  you  needn't  add  to  the 
charges  against  you.' 
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*  Guess  you're  right,  Inspector  Keogh.  I  suppose 
you're  only  doing  your  duty  by  the  country  that 
keeps  you,  and  I  am  doing  my  duty  by  mine,  in  my 
way.  •  Well,  good-bye,  me  little  Dutchman !  God 
save  Ireland  !' 

And  before  they  knew  what  he  was  at,  Doherty 
put  his  pistol  firmly  to  his  own  temple  and  blew 
his  brains  out,  and  there  lay  on  the  floor  of  the 
poor  lodging  in  Montfort  Place  the  body  of  a  brave 
if  misguided  man,  another  sacrifice  to  an  ideal 
some  still  hope  to  make  real,  perhaps  in  better 
ways  and  with  happier  results. 

There  remains  not  much  to  be  said.  Some  time 
afterwards  a  male  and  a  female  passenger  took  ship 
to  a  distant  colony,  whose  passages  and  a  certain 
sum  of  money  down  were  paid  them  by  the  Govern- 
ment, under  the  name  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eobertson, 
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Some  ten  days  out  they  were  found  dead  in  their 
cahins,  killed  by  an  unknown  hand.  They  were 
subsequently  found  to  be  Edmund  Stevens  and  she 
who  had  been  Mrs.  Vane. 

Mr.  Shaw  still  takes  walks  with  Bessie  Long, 
and  it  is  expected  by  some  people  that  they  will 
walk  together  for  many  years.  Starmouth  society 
is  still  quite  feverish  with  the  scandal  of  Sir 
Henry  Long's  marriage  to  a  young  person  not  in 
his  own  station  in  life,  and  nothing  but  the  fact 
that  he  is  a  rich  man,  a  landlord,  a  lord  of  the 
manor,  and  a  person  who  publicly  states  that  he 
doesn't  care  a  twopenny  curse  what  they  think, 
say,  or  do,  reconciles  them  to  the  notion  of  '  call- 
ing.' Still,  they  do  call,  and  discuss  indignantly 
over  tea  -  tables  afterwards  how  expensive  her 
dresses  are,  the  Starmouth  ideals  and  codes  being 
mostly,  like  those  of  many  other  censorious  com- 
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munities,  *on  a  cotton  foundation.'  But  Harry 
has  become  a  strong  Unionist. 

Poor  old  Pat  Yane  has  become  very  much  broken 
up.  The  '  selUng  the  pass '  broke  his  heart.  Shaw 
and  Harry  Long  go  to  see  him  sometimes  ;  and 
he  has  been  greatly  taken  to  by  a  very  small  lady 
called  Long,  who  appeared  in  the  course  of  time 
and  nature,  and  is  now  between  three  and  four 
years  old. 

General  Macgregor  and  his  faithful  henchman 
Lee  were  last  heard  of  somewhere  in  Chile,  where 
a  *  desturrbance  '  has  been  proceeding. 


THE    END. 
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MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abrid£;inent,  for  popular  use,  cf  Burton's 
Anatomy  OF  Melancholy.     Post  Svo. cloth  limp.  2s.  lid. 

PAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.~  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  iitl,  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR. |    THEJDEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE   CRUISE   OF    THE    *'BLA(:K 

PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.    By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R,N.,  C,B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .5s. ;  postSvo,  illustrated  boards.  2w. 

CAMER0NTMRSrH7 LOVETT);  NOVELS'BY.' Po^rs'vo.hfult.  bd's..  29^^ 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIVERS  EVER. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.      With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  Od. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OP    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.    With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  34s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7».  Od. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGETWORKS.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  IL,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odvssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each, 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.-A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.    With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  line  Illusts.  Large  4to.  hf.-bd.,  88s. 

CHALfCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 
With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
CHAUCER.FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  clotn  limp,  8s.  6d. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE   LOVE  OF  A  LASS :  A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clark.     Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  8s. ;  cloth  limp.  8s.  6«l. 

COTETMRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  8s.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS   AND   DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  G«i» ^__ 

COBBAN.  — THE    CURE    OF    SOUlS:    A  Story.      By  J.  Maclaren 

Cobban.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8;*. 

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  84s. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.    Cr.  Svo,  cl..  Is.  G<l. 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY.  ' 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .3s.  6<1.  each  ;  po?<  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s.  eacb. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.      |      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      \     A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s.  each, 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.                              I         SWEET  AND  TWENTY. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE. |         FRANCES. . 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY.  ^^       ^ 

Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  iliust.  bds.,  8s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  88.  Od.  each. 
ANTONINA.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE   AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R. A.,  and  J.  Mahonet. 
AFTER  DARK.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF   HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  V/HITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,and  F.  A  Fraser« 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY  MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins, 
ARMADALE.     Witn  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.    Witti  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Eraser. 
MAN  AND   WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Keinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN   DEEP.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  .Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAY/  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 

THE   HAUNTED   HOTEL.  .  Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  I  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.       "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE   NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN. 

„    BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Besant,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHUKTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6». 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  »s.  IShortly, 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  ♦*  My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of   George  Colman.     With  Lite  by 
G.  B.  BucKSTONE,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7».  6«l. 

COLMORE.— A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS.      By  G.  Colmore,  Author 

of  "  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence."    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

COLQUHOUN.-EVERY    INCH   A   SOLDIER :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

CoLQUHOUN.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.^. 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.    Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Js.  Cd. 

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.    With  C3  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  !3Ss. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  lUusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  <»s. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  31s. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY  Traced   to  their  Sources  and 

Restored.     Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  38.  0«1. 

COOK  (DUTfON)7^0VELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6*1.;  post  Svo,  illtist.  boards,  3s. 

LEO.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

CORNWALL.-POPULAR~ROl[ANCES  OF  THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 
LAND ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  oi  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  7n>  <>d. 

COTES.— TWOGIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.     By  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  HA. 

CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. ;  cl.  limp,  38.4id. 

CRIM.— ADVENfURES"OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.    By  Matt  Crim.    With 

a  F-rontispiece  by  Dan.  Beard.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6f"t. 

CRUIKSHANK'S~COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  in  Two  Series: 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  01' 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Enf^ravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank.  HiN-E,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  (>d. 

CUMMIl^C7FrG0RD0N)rW0RKS  BY.      Demy  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss. 6d.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,  7s.  «d. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;   with  instructions  for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    By  John  E.  Cussans.    With 
40S  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  <»d. 

CYPLES ( W.  j==HE ARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr .  8 vo,  cl.  .SsTedTpost  8v^bds~2s. 
T)ANIEL.-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  George 

Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  G«i. 

MUMT.— THEnEVANGELiST ;  or,  Port  SalvatiolT:     By~AijpHON&^ 

Daudet.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  I>«1. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

DAVENANT:=HrNTS  FOR  PAREOTS"OFTHETroTCEnOFXPRO- 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  Svo.  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

DA  VIES  {Wl  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  "  ~~ 

Crown  Svo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Wd.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY  HINTS:  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS__TO^  LONG   LIFE.    Crown  8vo.  3s.;  cloth  limn.  3s.  fid. ^   

DAVIES*  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS,  including 

Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  tor  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Tv.'O  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  13s, 
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DAWSON.-THE   FOUNTAIN   OF  YOUTH :   A  Novel  of  Adventure. 

By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  Devon.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
HuMF.  NisBET.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'in,  tid. 

DE  GUERIN.-THE  JOURNAL  OF  lIAURICE  DE  GUERIN.     Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.  Translated  from  ihs 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P,  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2».  Od. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  XavieT^ 

Maistre.    Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  38.  <>d. 

DE  MILLE.— A  CASTLEnRTTPAIN.     By  James  De  Mil£e.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo^  illustrated  boards.  a». 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win- 
ning Horses,  the  Man  who  trained  them,  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.   Cr.Svocl.,  3s.«d.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,38.ea. 
OUR  LgPY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  Jis.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  bPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.— Also  a 

Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mavfair  Library,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations 

by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s,  6«l. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OP  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 
E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OP  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6<1. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.    Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY :  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of- 
the-Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7»,  6d. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.    Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions,  from  Diderot's  "Le  ParadoxesurleComedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock, 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  Svo,  parchment,  4s.  6d, 

DOlBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s, 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    Mademoiselle  de  Corday;   Madame  Roland;  The 

Princess  de  Lambai-le  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  Ss.  6d, 

EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68.  jPreparing. 

DOBSON    (W.    T.),    W^ORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  doth  limp,  a*.  6d.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each:  cloth  limp,  tjs.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  I     WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST!  A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN.    |     IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE   LAW. 

THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

:is.  6d.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.    With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne.   Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

DRAMXTISTS,    THE~0LD.    With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  68.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
g-raphical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   1  hree  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
bv  A.  C.  SvviNBURNE  ;  Vol,  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  v/ith  Notes,  by  Ccl.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSIKGER'5  PLAYS.  From  Gifford's  Text.  Edit.byCol.CuNNiNGHAM.  OneVol, 


eOOkS   PUSLlSHtO   BY 


DOYLE  (CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE.     By  A.  Conan 

Doyle,  Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke."     Crown  Hvo,  clotli  e xtra,  iia. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  bvo,  clotb  extra,  7n.  <id.  each, 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  1  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN   LONDON.     With  80  lUustiations  by  F.  H.  Townsenp. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.    ByRev.  T.  F."  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

pARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
^       tions,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  boards,  tin.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.     One  Vol. 

DAYIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)   COMPLETE   COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  VoU. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 
By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5»>. 

EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OF   HONOUR.    Post  »vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  'd».  tid.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).-WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Oul-ot-the-Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  0*1. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tis. ;  cloth  limp,  t£a.  6(1. 

FELICIA.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ii^. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds., 2s. 
EMANUEL.- ON    DIAMONDS    AND    PRECIOUS    STONES:    Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  ior  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.     With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  iin. 

ENGUSH'MM'S"HOUSEr'THE  rXPTa^tlcal'Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Iliusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s,  iitl, 

EWALD  (ALEXTCHARLES,  F.S.A.)7W0RKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES    OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of   Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  iid. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  JSm. 
EYES,    OUR  :    How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.     With  70  lUusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 


pAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

Bent,  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Eninrged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  «d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lecturesdelivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes    F.C.S.     With  nnnierons  Illustrations. 

ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

WAR;  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  l.s.  0*1. 

FENN  (MANVILLE).— THE  NEVTMI STRESS :  A  Novel.   B^TGniAF- 

viLLK  Fenn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunnina,"  &c.    Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  'is.  Od. 

FICTION.— A  CATALOGUE  orNEMLY~SIXHUNDRED~WORKS 

OF    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  &  Windus,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice   of 
earh  (40  pages,  demy  8vo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. 

FlN-BEC.-THE   CUPBOARD   PAPERS  :   Observations  on  the  Art  .Sf 

Livin.i;  and  Dining.     By  Fin-Bec.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  iis.  fid. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART~OF  IOTkING  ;  or.  The  Pyro": 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  Illustration?.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  5». 


CHATTO    &.   WINDUS,    214,    PICCADILLY.  g 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD   BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  trom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6cl. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journev  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  4to.  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  clotti  extra,  3s.  fid. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2». 

Post  Svo,  illustrcted  boards,  2s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OP  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 

Doings,  and  Writings ;  and  Four  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  2'i.«». 


FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  8?  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5!*.. 

FLETCHER^~(GILES7B.D.)  complete  poems  :  Christ's  Victorie 

ia  Heaven.  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  <i». 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE  :   A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover.  Ir*.  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  <id. 

FONBLANQUE (ALB ANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  Post8vo,illust.bds.,2sr 
FRANCILLON  (R,  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  I  QUEEN  COPHETUA.J^A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 

OLYMPIA.  Post  Svo.  ilhist.  bds.,  3s7|  E~STHER'S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  Svo,  pict.  cover.  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  Cas. ;  post  Svo.  ilhist.  boards,  2-». 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  6*.; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

FRENCH  LITERATURETA  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun . 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  clotn  boards,  ys.  Od.  each. 

FRERE.— PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Pre- 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  Od. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FRrSWELL(HAIN).— ONEOFTWO:  ANovel.  Post  8vo.illust.bds.,  2s. 

FROST  (THOMAS),  W^ORKS  BY.  Grown  Svo.  doth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN  AND  THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showmg  their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Oilicials,  &c.     Edited 
by  John  Lank.     Published  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Iw.  C«i. 

GARDENING  BOOKS.      Po?t  Svo,  l.^.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od.  each. 
^    A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glknny. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE,     hv  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By 

Tom  Ierrold.     Crown  Svo,  cloili,  15.  M. 
MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT   I   GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  ertxes.  Os. 

GARRETT.— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lit.  Od.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,   THE.     Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  science,  and   Art,  for  which  this  Magazine  has 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 

*^*  Bound  Voiuincs  for  recent  years  kept  ni  ':tnck,  Ss.  Od.  each    Ca<ies  for  btnJin^,  2*. 

GENTLBIMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    i^. 
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GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  (is.  (Scl.;  gilt  edges.  78««  <*<t« 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.    I    THE  GOLDEN   SHAFT. 
THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.      |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN   PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM, 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN. J 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.     Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretcben—Dan'l 
Druce— Tom  Cobb— H. M.S.  "  Pinafore  "—The  Sorcerer— Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H. M.S.  "Pinafore"— Pirates  of  Penzance— lolanthe-Patieuce — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  Svo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN"  BIRTHDAY  BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo.  Jap,  leather,  38.  fid. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS^Y. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.  With  2  Illusts.  by 
Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  8\X),  cloth  extra,  3s.  iid.  j  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s, 

THE  FOSSICKER:.  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette 
by  Hume  Nisbet.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis,  fid. 

GLENNY.-A  YEffi^S~WORiriN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  fid. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  OF  THE^ECROMANCERS.     By  William  God- 

win.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s^ 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,  THE:    An  Encyclop^dlT^f 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  ts.  fid. 

GOWING.-FIVE  THOUSANITMILES  IN  A  SLEDGE :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across   Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.    With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren.  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A  Story      By  Leonard 

Graham,     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS   AND    ROMANS,    THE~LlFE  "OF~THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.    Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  fid. 

GREENW(K)10JA"MES),    WORKSHSY.      Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.     With  8  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  fis. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3«. 

^IFFITH.— CORINTHIA  MARAZION  :    A  Novel.     By  Cecil  Grip- 

FiTH,  Author  of  "  Victory  Deane,"  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

JJABBERTON   (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies  ■•)rNOVELS"B Y™ 
*  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  3s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3».  fitl.  each. 

BRUETOK'S  BAYOU.  1        COUNTRY  LUCK, 


CHATtO    &,   WINDUS,   214    PICCADILLY.  %t 

HAIR,  THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Traos- 
lated  from  the  Gennan  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6<1. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  svo.  ci.  ex.,  «s.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY, 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8s.  •  . 

HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.-^By  Mrs ."s. C.Hall; 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6«l.       '- 

HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).-EVERY-DAY  PAPE¥s."Post  Svo.  bds.,  2s!~ 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ti«.  On. 

HANKY-PANKY:  A  Collection  of  VerylEas7Tric]^~Veryl:)Tfficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  4s.  Od.  • 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUlTWYNTER^S  SACRIFICE.     By- 

LadyPuFFUs  HA-RPY.-Post-8vo,  iHastrated  b&ard-&;^^.^ •  - •  -  ;■  --'■_-'     '     ' 

HARDY  (THOMAS). -UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.   By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of  "  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."    With  Portrait  and  15 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ©il. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HARWOOD.— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gs.   •    .       : .    :' 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    E.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo,  doth  extra.  Cs.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations.       v 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.    With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is.:  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  -Js.  «il. 


HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M. A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington  ; 

iRviNd.    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell   Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.    Third  Edition.     Crov/n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HAWilYSMART.-WltHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawley  Smart.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  8s. 

HAWTHORNE.— OUR    OLD    HOME.      ^By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,    and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<l.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  i        DUST, 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAYID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  |    THE  SPECTRE  OP  THE  CAMERA, 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  e.ir.h. 
MISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover.  Is, 
A  DREAM  AND  A  FORGETTING.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  Is.  ««1. 

HEATH.-MY   GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW   THERE.' 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Cs. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
ARIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

I"VAN  DE  BIRON:  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illusf.  bds..  a». 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. '         . 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING   LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  "The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  j  cloth  extra,  38,  6d, 
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HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Mernoiial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.     Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds..  j^a. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.      By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.    Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crov.-n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

HESSE-WARTEGG.— TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.    By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Cil, 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  <itl. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  By  One  of  the  Fra- 
TERNiTV.     Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  <»<l. 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  8vo.  2s." 

HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).-NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 

HOLMES.— THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.    By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.P.     Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  ««!. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordon 
Thomson.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  <J«1.— Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  Svo,  rloth  limp,  3s. 
THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6<1. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  S5  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkaeological  Narrative,  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Gs. 

HOOK~S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7.«.  Gd. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3». 

H0PKINS7=^^'TWIXT"L0VE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Movel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
HORNE.  —  ORION  :    An    Epic    Poem.      By  Richard  Hengist  Horne! 
_      With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.Svo,  cloth  extra.  7»» 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER  :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  Thor- 

MANBV."     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

HUNT7=ESSAYSBY  LEIGH"HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner7 

&c.     Edited  by  Fp  1ITND  Ollter.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  3s. 

HUNT  (MRST^LFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gc!.  each :  DOSt  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s,  pach. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HUTCHISON.— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison. 

With  25  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
HYDROPHOBIA:    An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.     Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the    Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  Statistics.      By  Renaud  Suzor,   M.B.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly   Magazine.     Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 

and  Robert  E.  Barr.     Profusely  Illustrated.     Sixpence  Monthly. 
INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED    TO    BE    FREE.     With  24  Illustrations 
by  G.  J.  Pinwell.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.ir*.  G<1. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.    By  One  of  ThemTXTowiTvo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6dL 
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IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  «vo.  cloih  limp.  2)*,  6fl. 

JAMES;^^^A~ROMANCE  OF'THE'QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.     By  Charles 

^     James.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloih  limp,  1  *i.  <><l. 

J^ANVlERT-^RACYlCALKERAMiC^^^^ 

A.  Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Po.t  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE  QUKEN  OF  CONNAUGKT. 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  doth  limp,  2*.  ««l.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE   OF  THE  FIELDS.  |   THE  OPEN  AlR. 

THE  EULOGY  OP  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    With  a  Photograph  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Gyt. 

JENNInGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2^.  Cd. 
LORD  TENNYSON;  A  Biographical  SKetcn.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  <S*. 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND  :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habitants. By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by  j.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  3"*. 

JERROLDT=THElBARBER'S  CHAIRT&  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  ijs. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:   A  Gossip  !^hnnt  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,cl.,l».Gd. 


JESSE.-SCENES  and  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  8vo,  clotli  lunp,  ti>*, 

JONESTWILLUM^rS'ji. ),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra,  7s.  «d.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:    Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.       With  nearly  300 

Illtistrations.       Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  ot  Animals, 
Birds,  Eges,  Lunk,  K:r..     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
_  CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
HAM.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6<!i,  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  of  the  Jews."     With 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  fUt*.  <i«l, 

ITEMPT.— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By 
Robert  Kempt.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ij«*.  Gil. 

KERSHAW.  —  COLONIAL    FACTS    AND     FICTIONS:     Humorou"^ 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  !Jm.  ;  cloth,  ijw.  (  d. 

KEYSER.  — CUT  BY  THE   MESS :   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Kkv.seh. 

Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  1h.  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6«1.         

KfNG(R.  ASHEYNOVELS^YT  Cr.Svo.dTs^.  ««!.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  bds..  i^.  -a. 
A  DRAWN  GAME. |  ^'THEWEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3-*.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE. |         BELL  BARRY. 

KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

OAKSHOTT  CASTLE.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 
NUMBER  SEVENTEEN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :{«.  «<1. 


KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century, 
tdued,  with  an  Introductioa,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lokne,  K.T.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  iim* 


14  BOOKS   PUBLISHED   ^Y  _ __^ 

KNIGHTr^HE~PATIENT'S  VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from   Medical  Advice.      By    William    Knight,    1M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Cd. 

TAMB'S  (CHARLES)  COMPLETE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse, 
including  "  Poetry  tor  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7».  Cd. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  bv  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait,     Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  2s.  Cd. 


LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  betore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  igth  Seotember,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  ol  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  ha'f-Roxhurghe,  2s.  Oil. 

LANE.~THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translateu  from  the 
/.rabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lank.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Enf^ravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  St»nlf.v  f>ANE-PooLE.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  78.  (id.  each. 

LARDER. -A  SINNER^S  SENTENCE:  A  Novel.  By  A.  Larder.  3  voU 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),   WORKS  BY: 

THZ  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF   THE  CLERGY  :  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES. J THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HiiNRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  58, 
_    JEUX   D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid. 

LEYS(JOHN).-THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

LIFE  IN  l70ND0Ny^r,~The~'Hi story  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
y«.  iitl. [New  Edition  preparing. 

UmO^    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  28.  «d.  each. 

V/iTCH   STORIES.  |_ OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Womem. 

Crowf  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d,  eacn;  pt)*^  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s,each. 
SOWRG  THE  V/IKD.  I    UNDER  V/HICH  LORD? 

P.Mf!;'  lA  KEMBALL.  I    «'MY    LOVE!"  |  lONE. 

/.?  :.N;  MENT  OF  LEAK  DUNDAS,     I   PASTON  CAREW,  MiUionaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. | 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY^ | WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts"  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  Svo,  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wnnd.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  yw.  6d. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel,  By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth  extra,  tin.  0<l.;   post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2)*.     ■' 

LUSlAIMTHE)  OF  CAMOENST^Tran slated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  14  Plates.    Demy- Svo,  cloth  boards,  IHs, 

JJACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY, 

TERESA  ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  bound  in  canvas,  2*.  6d, 
BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6g« 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

ME.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.  Second  Edition.  Crov^  «'vo,  cl.  extra,  5ii. 
EUNOjK  WHITLOCK,    Crown  Uvo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  i8ao.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each. — Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <i.«t.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
larp-e  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  <»d.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  69. 
—Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  iid, 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vols,  demy  Bvo,  cloth  extra, 

13s.  each. [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<l.  each;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards.  3s,  each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR   SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID   OF  ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Bvo.  cloth  extra,  fis. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  Svo,  13s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  Bvo,  Is.;  cloth,  Js.  Od. 
IRELAND  SINGE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History.  i793-iSS6.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  «s. 
HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.      Small  Svo,  ^oid  cloth,  3s.  ««!. 
HARLEQUINADE:   Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  S3. 
OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is  6d. 
DOOM  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.     Crown  Bvo,  picture  cover.  Is. 
DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 
LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  li'iip.  Is.  fid, 
THE    THOUSAND    AND    ONE    DAYS:    Persian    Tales.       Edited  by  Justin   H. 
McCarthy.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  13s. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  ci.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  31s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  3s.  <id.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

I,    III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„V.-&-VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  [     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„Vin.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
„     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.- Little  Daylight 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 

THE  COMPLETE  POETICALT  WORKT^F^DRTGEORGE   MACDONALD.      Col- 

iected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  ii^.  ISkortly. 

A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Poems  by  Three  Friends.    Edited  by  Dr.  George  Mac- 

Donald.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

MACDONELL.— QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel,   By  Agnes  Macdoneix. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ."Js.  <id. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTtTmES    AND    PLAYERS:    N^tei  on  Popular 

Games.     By   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  Bvo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  Od^^ 

MACKAYT^INTERLimrsXND  UNMrT^N  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay.  LL.D.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  <isj 

MACLrS~O>0RTRAIf~GALLERY  (THeTOFTLLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  ol  the  iormer  halt  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  Od. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS  "BY.      Square  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  Od.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  so  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.   Macquotd. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  eacn. 
%J^  EVIL  EYE,  aiid  other  Stories.   |        L05T  RQSS, 


i6  BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management:  including  full  Practical 
Directions  lor  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  and  preparing  Lantern 
Sides.     By  T.  C   Hepworth.     With  to  Ilhistratious.     Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6«l. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Ball^ 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &;c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  4!*.  fid. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsmiile  of  the  Ongmal  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms^nd  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  3s. 

MALLOCK  (Wrn.),  WORKSBY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3«.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6dl. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA :  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  Gd. 

POliiMS.     Small  4to,  parchment.  88. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D'ARTHUR :  The  Stories  of 

Kmg  Arthur  and  of  the  Knit^hts  ot  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  8vO,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    T  W  AINTWORKS'^B  Y.      Crown  S  vo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  Gd.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Lite.  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.     With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7».  Gd.  each ;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  38.  each. 
THE   INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilgrim's  Profrress.     With  2:54  Hiustrations. 

(The  Two-bhilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   GILDED   AGE.     Bv  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP  ABROAD.    With  ^li  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  ^oo  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
HARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  G». ;  post  8vo,  iilust.  bds.,  2f». 
THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    Ihe    Adventures  of    Mulberry    Sellers.      With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sw.  Gd.  {^Pretarine:. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

MARRY  AT  (FLORENCE),  NOVELS~BY.     Postl^ojiinst.  boards,  2*.  each! 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 


OPEN  !  SESAME  !  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 


MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 
by  Col   Cunningham,     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  G-*.  

masterman.-half-a-dozen'daughtersTaTn^i:    BjTjr 

Masterman.     Pc^t  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  tit*. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByliRANOER  Matthews. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  hoarris,  iS*. ;  cloth  limp,  ti^.  Gd. 

mayhew.-london  characters  and  the  humorous  side 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.     With  illusts.   Crown  »vo,  cloth,  3;*.  Gd. 
MENKEN.— INFELICIA  :     Poems   by   Adah    Lsaacs    Menken.       With 
Biographical    Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and    F.  O.  C.  Darley,  &nd 
Facsimile  of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens.     Small  4  to.  cloth  extra.  ?».  Gd. 

MERRICK.— THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     i3y  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  "Violet  Moses,"  &c.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

MEXICAN  MUST"ANGT0N  A),  through"Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.    With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN),  NOVELS~BY.    Post  svo,  in ust.  boards,  a*,  each:" 

TOUCH  AND  GO. J^  MR.  DORILLION. 

HILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 
Human  Physiolo-^y,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  By  Mrs, 
p.  pENWicK  Miller,    With  niipieious  Illustrations,  pQst  bvo,  cloth  limp,  if  s».  G*l« 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  is.  each;  doth,  is.  ©tl.  each. 
THE  HYGIENJbi  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OP  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OP  LIPE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OP  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OP  LEPRO SY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS"SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr. 8vo, is: ;  cloth,  Is. 6d: 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RfiCTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  1 ».  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPKSON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

PROSE  AND  YERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  ByKON.      Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^.  fid. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E7),   STORIESHBY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.',  cloth,  3s.  Oil. 
THE   DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With   Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .5s. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.     With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.       [Shortly. 

MURRAY  (D.   CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iSs.  lid.  each  ;  postbvo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OP  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 


HEARTS. 
WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 
A  MODEL  FATHER. 
OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO. 


BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 
A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATUKK. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «is. ;  post  bvo,  illustrated 

boards,  3s.  

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6*1.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3».  earh. 
PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Fokestie.-?  and  G.  Nicolet. 
THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE.  


MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.;  cloth,  3s.  Gd. 
_  A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  <9d. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY.  ~~~"  ~ 

"BAIL   UP!"  A  Romance  of  Bushrangers  and  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,c1.  ex,,3s.fea, 
LESSONS  IN  ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  <id. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illusts.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.(l>d.  [5 hot-tlv. 

NOVELISTS.-HALF-HOURS   WITH    THE   BEST  NOVlELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  :is.  «d.  {Preparing. 

O'CONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD :    A  Biography.     B^T.  P. 

^    O  Connor,  M.P.     Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

0' H  ANL"0 N^TAIIC  JEY~NO VEOTB Y^      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3*.  each. 
THE  UNFORESEEN. I    CHANCE  ?    OR  FATE  ? 

OHNETTGEORGES),   NOVELS  BY^  ~  ' 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.    Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoky.     With  9  Illustrations  by 

¥..  Bayard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  iJs. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3«. 
A  LAST  LOVE.    Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ; 

post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Translated  bv  Albert  D.  Vandam.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3«._ 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS  "BY."      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH. |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES.    With   Illustrations   by    Arthur   Hopkins  and   Henry    Woods, 

A.R.A.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  ',i»,  6d^;  posj  8vo^illustrated_boards,  3s. 

0'REILLYTHArRRTNGTON):=FIFtY'TEARS  ON  THE  TRAIL:  Ad- 

ventures  of  John  Y.  Nelson.    By  Harrington  O'Reilly.     With  100  Illustrations  by 
Paul  Frenzeny.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  HA. 

O'REILLYTMRST-^HCEBg^FMTirNES.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  2s, 
O'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS  BY. 

LAYS   OF  FRANCE.    Trown  Svo,  doth  extra,  lOs.  (Jid. 
MUSIC  AND   MOONLIGHT.    Fcap.  Bvo.  cloth  extra.  7^.  6d. 
BONCy  OF  h  V/QRiieR,    Fcap.  avo,  cJQth  e:;^ra,  Th,  4^4. 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6<l.  each ; 
FOLLE-FARINE. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  Ss.  each. 
MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE, 
IN   MAREMMA. 
BIMBI. 
WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO. 


SYRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6«l. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Second  Edition.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  *^», 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY 

'-     THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    > 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES. 


s.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  6d. 
Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra^a. 

thts- 


PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING, 


TORY  OF,  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.     By  Joseph  Gregg.    A  New  Edition, 
with  93  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 


PASCAL'S   PROVINCIAL-  LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with   His- 
torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  Svo.  cloth  iimp.  *-J?s. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.    With  Frontis- 
piece by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  'is,  (S«I. ;  post  Svo,  ilhist.  boards.  M*, 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY.  ~ 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.ir*.  <5d.  each; 
LOST  SIR  MASSINGBEED. 
WALTER'S  WORD. 
LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE   ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  '5*«.  each. 
A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM   EXILE. 
THE  CANON'S  V/ARD. 
THE   TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 
HOLIDAY   TASKS. 
GLOW-WORM   TALES. 
THE   MYSTERY   OF  MIRBRIDGB. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
GARLYON'S  YEAR.  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each 


THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GYi/ENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A   MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY.I  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  Y/ON. 

TV/0  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      I      THE  BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

V/HAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT :  A  MEMORY.  1  FOE  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Jis,  Od.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:   Stories  of  Marine  Adventure  Re-told.     With  17 

Illustrations. 
SUNNY    STORIES,  and  some  SHADY   ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Fred. 
Barnard. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS?'    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Ib. ;  cloth.  Is.  6cl. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  V^ORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,c].,'Js.«d. each. 

PUCK   ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G,  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF  MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Phnnell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth.  Is.  6d.each. 

BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor    l    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." |    BURGLARS  IN   PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illustrated  bv  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  Svo.  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  le. 
tADY  LOVELACE,    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^i*, 
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t>LANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY.  " 

THE    PURSUIVANT    OP    ARMS;    or,    Heraldry    Founded    upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  209  lUusts.    Crown  8vo,  clotb,  *'s.  (id. 
SONGSAND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.   Cr.  Bvo,  cl., «.«. 

FLUTARCH'S  lives  of  illustrious  men.    TranslZt^dl^nTthe 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a  Life  of  Plutarcti,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  10*».  6(1. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKSrin  Prose  andPoetry.    Intro- 
ductif-n  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7.<*.  tid. 
_     THE   MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  i^s. 
P OPE'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  Hvo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 
PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3-.  6*1.  each  ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS. |  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL, 

_     GERALD.    Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  '^h. 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  ThrOr^at  Conspiracy  of  iSSi.     By 
the  Princess  Qlga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6'*. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Ulusts.  Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  eztra,  ;5s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.   With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  Src     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  G^i. 
FAMILIAR   SCIENCE   STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6.§. 

SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  bvo,  cloth  ex.,  10^.  6«I. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ii». 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  Oa. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6il. 

PRYCE.-MISS  MAXWELL'S    AFFECTWNS.      By  Richard  Pryce, 

Author  of  "  No  Impediment."  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  tis.  6<1. 

PAMB0SSdN7=P()PULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6«l. 

MND0IJ>"HT=AU^NTTBIGAIL  DYKEST~ArN^eI~By~Lr-C^I^el 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fs.  6«1. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  bY 

Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3*.  6<l.  each;  post  Bvo,  illust.  bds.,  3«(,  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Editio;;, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzrvir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  iSs.  6«l. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.   Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  stvle,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  2s.  6tl. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  bv  G.  J.  Pinwell. 
THE  COURSE   OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helkn  Patepson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF  A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch, 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE   DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    lilusts,  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD   CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  Geopge  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Eildesj  R.A., 

C.  Green,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.     Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD    STORIES    OP     MEN    AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by    E.    A, 

Abbey,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.     Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Readk. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David.  Paul.  &c.     Fcap.  Bvo,  leatherette,  la. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  Mrs,  Alex,  Ireland,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portrait,    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6», 
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FJDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  iid.  each:   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  fi^.p^ch. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  PARTY.       |  WEIRD  ST0RIE3. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Jis.  each.                        , 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.               I      FAIRY  WATER. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.     |      HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.clothgilt,  7*..  «a.  each. 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY   TOWNS.     With  s-i  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
AB OUT  ENGLAN D  WITH  DICKENS.     With  fB  IHusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  & c. _ 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  By  Daniel  Defoe.  (Major's  Edition.)  Wi'ih 
37  Illustrations  bv  Georgk  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  balf-boiirid,  *2'*. 

robInsonTpV^oTnoTels^y. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 

THE  HANDS  OP  JUSTICE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ;Js.  «tl. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  Us. 

I^BTNSdN~(PHIL),    WORKS'  BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Vs.  6d.  each. 
THE   POETS'  BIRDS.  I  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE   POETS  AND  NATURE;   REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  IPrepariuir. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    wTih 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Kssay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3.^. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
wlio  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  CounTjy, 
A.D.  1066-7.   With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  i5«». 

R0WOYTHM:~HFGHyrW0RXS~B Y.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  3«.  ttclTeach. 
PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

mJNCIMAN  (JAMES),   STORIES  BY. 

Post  hvo,  illustrated  boards,  '^»,  each :  cloth  limn,  2«.  fJd.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.  I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 

SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS.  | 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*.  each;  post  8vo,  ilkistrated  boards,  2«,  each. 
ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN  THE   MIDDLE   WATCH.  MYSTERY  OP  THE  '"OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. !_THE^OMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE 

ON  THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated^boards, 'J^. 
AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  :5-.  iUi. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds  .  Hm. 
MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  lim.  iid,  i  post  Svo,  illust.,  bds.,  2*. 
ALONEJON  A  WIDBJWIDE_SEA._Thre_e  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELSBY." 

^     A  FELLOW  OP  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by   Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 
Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .*{-.  6«I.:  uost  Svo,  illust.  boards,  tim. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.    CrownJ\^o.  cjojh  extra,  :{>».  iitl. 

SALA.— GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     By  George  Augustus  Sal.^. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«<. 

SANSONr^SEVEN~GENERATlWS~Ol'"TXFcTj^^^^ 

_ot  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  :i-*.  <i<!^ 

saundersTjohnJTnIdvels^by:  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  JJs.  <><l.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THELION  INTHE  PATH.  |     THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -.in.  Od. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  clotli  extra.  :$•«.  ttil.  each:  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  Urn,  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS. ISEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  IJH.  <>d. 

SCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geoloi^y, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiography 
Photography, ^c.  Price  4«1.  Monthly  ;  or  5s.  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
may  be  had,  tn.  Gil.  eachj  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  «5a.  each.  Cases  tor  Binding,  Is.  Od« 
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SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "White  Magic."  By  \V.  H.  Cramer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  &vo,  cloth  extra,  4!'i.  flid. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OP  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra,  'dn,  6d. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iin. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.    With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Crown  4to, 
cloth,  6s. 

SHARP.-CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW :    A  Novel.      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SHARP  (LUKE). -IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     By  Luke  Sharp  (R.  E. 

Barr).     With  Two  Illusts.  by  Demain  Hammond.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d. 

SHELLEY. -THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PR^SE~OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited.   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  K.    Hek.ne 
Shepherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  6*1.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
VoL     1.  Introduction  bytlie  Editor;  Postiuimous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wanderin;j  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonaii,  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  Tlie  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writinsrs  and  Fragments. 
VcL    II.  The  Essays;   Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  I'rose  Works. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.  By  R.  H.  Sherard.  Crown  8vo, 
picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.H.SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth.  ^ii4a. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lie  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  6<1. 
THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  28. 
EHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL, 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  half-parchment.  Iti."-).  6«!« 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.   jROSART,  D.D.      Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  boards.  ISs. 

SIGNBOARi  ^S  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Rema,  table  Characters,  by  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn. 
With  Cold    ^d  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6<1. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each:  cloth  limp,  2.<*.  6<l.  each. 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  |    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  !.•«.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being   Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Veree,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  Georgb  li.  Sims, 
DAGONET  DITTIES      From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 
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SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4c!.;  cloth,  <id. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCinFTHE  DARK.     By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  jvo.  illustrated  boards,  :i*i, 

SLANG'^DlCTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 
dotal.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  Od. 

SMITH  (J.  M0YR)7  WORKS  BY." 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  :js.  «€l. 
TALES  OP  OLD  THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  Gs. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  Svo.  cloth.  6». 

SOCIETY    IN    LONDON.       By  A  Foreign    Resident.       Crown  ~8vo, 

Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Gd. 

S6CIETY~lN~  PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat,    Crowa  3vo.  cloth,  Gs. 

SOMERSET.  —  sWgs'OF^'ADIE'U.^ ^y    Lord    Hen^.   Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  G'^«  '  ■■ 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  AnEssay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils,     By  T.  A.  S palding.  LL.B.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Po?t  8vo,  illiistrated  boards,  2s,  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OP  HERON  DYKE.  I         HOODWINKED;  and  THE   SANDY- 
BY  DEVIOUS  V/AYS,  Ctc.  CROFT  MYSTERY. 

THE  GOLDEN  HOOP.  | ^BACK  TO  LIFE. 

Post  &VO,  cloth  limp,  Is.  G<!.  each. 
A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 
THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  l.s. 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crov.-n  4to.  cloth  gilt,  Gs.   •      . 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  52.*i.  Gd. 

STAUNTON.— tIieTlAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Hovvakd  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5«i<. 

STEDMAN  (E.  C.)rWORKS  BY.  " 

VICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE   AFGHAN    KNIFE  :   A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd.;  post  Svo.ilhist.  boards,  gs. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.cl.  limp.  3s.  Gd.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edit.  With  a  Frontis,  by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Gs.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Sixth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.    With  a  Frnntispince.    Third  Edit  jn. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Third  Edition.       |    UNDERWOODS:  Po(?ms.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Seventh  Edition.      I     BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
PRINCE  OTTO.    Sixth  Edition.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.      Second   Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper.  Is. 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     B^ 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackav.   Cr.  Svo,  c1.  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern.    Crov.-a  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd, ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iia. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.     Tuird  Edition.   Ciown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ha, 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor- 
_   ENCE  Marryat,  &.C.    Ct.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illusts..  6s.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  '-is. 

STRUTT'S~SPORTS~AND~~PASTIMES~^OF^THE~  PEOPLE    OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
WiLLiAM  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tn.  6<1. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.    With 

a  Map, and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommo:^ation    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7h.  Gel, 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir^ 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl,,  7s,  6<l. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and   A  TALE   OF  A   TUB.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid 

paper  and  half-bound,  '2», 
A  MONOGRAPH  ON  SWIFT.  By  J.  Churton  Collins.  Cr.Svo,  cloth,  Hs.  IShortly. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS    1  GEORGE  CHAPMAN.    (Sfc  Vol.  11.  of  G. 

OF  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.    Fcap.bvo,  «s.    I       Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
&TALANTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  bvo,    I  ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Cr.  8vo,  13s. 

68.  ERECHTHEUS:  ATrngcHv.    Cr.  8vc,  6s. 

CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vo.  7s.       SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS,   i       Svo,  6s. 

DemySvo,  Is.  i    STUDIES  IN   SONG.    Crown  Svo,  Ts. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series.       MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.   Cr.Svo,  8s. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s.  TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  bvo.  9s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series.    I   A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Sra.4to,Ss. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo.  9.^.  ;   A   MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.   Cr.Svo,  Ts. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   Third  Series.    1   MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

Crown  Svoi  7h.  !       8vo,  6s. 

BONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  Svo,       A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.Svo,  68. 


lOs.  6d. 

BOTHWELL:    A  Tragedy.      Crown  Svo, 

13s.  6<1. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


MISCELLANIES.    Crown  Svo,  i3s. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  Svo,  ii.4. 
A  STUDY  OP  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  8vo,  78. 
THE  SISTERS  :  A  Tragedy.   Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


SYMONDS.— WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Medieval  Latin  Students* 
Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Addington  Symonds.    Fcap.  Svo,  parchment,  6s, 

SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  PicturesqueTin 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations, and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J .  C.  Hotten.     Crov/n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY  OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by^ 

Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  1.5s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO~CLlJB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers,     Post  Svo,  cioth  limp.  3s. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKSBY.     Cr.  Svo.  d.  ex..  7s.  Od.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  F^rontispiece  and  loo  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURAL! ST. _ With  36-.  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,_5»^ 

TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty," 

"Jeanne  Dare,''  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "  Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«I. 
***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.each. 

TWOTSOTMXMD)T^^rBiogr^hicar  Sketch?^  ~By~H.'].  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THACKERAYANATNotes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting   Humorous   Incidents  in 

his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Every-day  Reading. 

WitU  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  €U. 
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THAMES.— A   NEW   PICTORIAL   HISTORY   OF    THE   THAMES. 

Uy  A.  S.  Krausse.     With  340  Illiisirations      Post  Svo.  as. ;  cloth,  Is.  <i<l^ 

THOMASTB^ERTHA)rNO VELS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  :is.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo.  2s.  ea. 
THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER.      | PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.     Post  8vo,  ilhistrated  boards,  'i^ 

THO'MSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

c.uction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  4S  Illustr-itions.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  gw. 

THORNBURY   (WALTER),    WORKS    BY.     Cr.Svo.cl.  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
THE   LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE   OF  J.   M.  W.   TURNER.      Founded  upon 

Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustraiions  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E  Walford.  M.A.  lUusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iJ^.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMES    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  r*.  etl.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OP  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Fainoiis  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries.  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion, 
Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 
Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters.  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'tw.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MARION  FAY. 

KEPT  IN   THE  DARK.  MR.  PCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN. I    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boaids,  '-i.x.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  :{s.  <>d.  each;  post  Bvo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LIKE   SHIPS  UPON   THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNE3S. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds..  ti», 
TROWBRIDGE. -FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow-' 

BRIDGE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).— MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illust.  boards,  2tt« 

TYTLER  (SARAHX~N0VELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each  ;  post  Svo.  ill tistrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

NOBLESSE  OBLIGE.  1  LADY  BELL.    |    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  board'^.  2s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME   THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE.  DISAPPEARED. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.  THE   HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


yiLLARL— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture 

cover.  Is. 

WALT    WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.RossETTi.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Qs. 

V/ ALTON   AND    COTTON'S~COMPLETE    ANGLER;   or,  The  Con- 

teinplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique.  78.  6d. 

V/ARDThERBERT),  WORKS  BY. 

FIYE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Pepard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY   LIFE   WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 

F.K.G.S.     Post  8vo,  iH.;  cloth.  Is.  6d.       

V/ARNER.-A    ROUNDABOUT    JOURNEY.      By   Charles  DuppEy 
Warnpr.    Crows  !jvo,  cloth  e^tr^,  (is. 
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Walford  (ei)war]d7~m.ao7~works^y; 

WALFOKD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1892).    Contain- 

ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  NJarriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families, 

their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  Hvo,  doth  silt.  50m. 
WALFORD'S  WINDSOR   PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1892). 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  I:.!*.  €><l. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1892).     Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 

Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers.  <.N;c.     32100.  cloth,  Iw. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1892).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 

of  the  United  Kingdom,   Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &:c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1892).      Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 

ot  the  United  Kint!dora,  l-'.iot;raphii;Hl  Notices,  Addresses, &c.   32mo,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD'S  PHILLIHG  HOUSE   OF   COMMONS  (1892).     Containing  a  List  ot  all 

Members-,  jFarliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs.  &c.     32100, doth,   l.^. 
WALFORD'S     COMPLETE     PEERAGE,     BARONETAGE,     KNIGHTAGE,     AND 

HOUSE   OP  COMMONS  (1892).    Royal  32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  .5s*. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Hh.  0«1. 

Warrant    to    execute    CHARLES    I.     a  Facsimile,  wuh  the"^ 

Signatures  and  Seals.     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     Jis. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  induding 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Sitn^atnre  and  the  Great  Seal,     'i*. 

WASSEKMANN.— THE  DAFFODILS  :  A  ^ovel.     By  Lillias  Was^i^k- 

MANM.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  (id. 

V7EATHER71I0"W~T0nF0RETELL  THE,   WITH   POCKEf^PECT- 

TKOSCOPE.     Hv  F,  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is.  ;  cloth,  !,«*.  «»jr. 

WESTROFP.-HANDBOOK:   of   pottery  and  PORCELAIN.     I  y 

Hopper  >1.  Wkstropp.      With  lUusts.  and  List  of  Marks.    Cr.  ovo,  clotn,  4s.  ttal. 

WHIST.--HOW~TO~TlAY~SOi:O^WHIST.      B7A:^7HA"M~srWiLKs 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
WHISTLER'S  (MRT)~TEN'5"'CL0CK._Cr._8vo,  hand-made  paper,  ls.~ 
WHITE.-THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  primed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  !:is. 


WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.ATSOTWORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  ■?*.  6«I. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  6vo,  cictn  limp,  ti».  iid. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  «s. 
_^mE_CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  «>s, 

WILLIAMSON"(IVIRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bd^2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2^0  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  «d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Js.  «<1. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  «s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  d.  ex..  <»s. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  ls.«<l, 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  3s  Illustrations.  Crown  '^-o,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <it«{. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  eadn^ 

CAVALRY   LIFE.  |  REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  32  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Harpy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1.  I  Si-rt. 

WTSSMANN7=MY~SEC0rD~J0URNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Conj^o  to  the  Zambesi,  in  1886,  1887,  By  Major  Hermann  von 
WissMANN.     With  Map  and  92  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  cioth  extra,  lOs. 

WTOD7^SABrNAT'A~NoveT.~By"Lady  Wood.     P^8vo,  boards.  25^ 

WOOD  (H.  F.);  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  doth  extra.  <is,  each  ;  post  bvo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    !    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.— RACHEL  "ARMSTRONG  ;   or,    Love  and   Theology.     By 
Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iJs. ;  cloth,  tjs.  iUi. 

WRIGHT7TH0MAS),~W0RKS'BYr~c7ownlv^ci^he"^ 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.  With  400  Caricatur' s.  Squibb, /tc 
HISTORY  OF  CARICATURE  AND  OF  THE  GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  F.S.A. 

YATES"(EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrat'e'd  boards,  'is.  each. 
*    LAND  AT  LAST.  —       THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     1     CASTAWAY, 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN  SERIES. 

*j*  Foy  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE  MaISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 
Tiie  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  VV.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.   By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec, 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6(1.  per  Volume. 
Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  LAR\voor> 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  S  Players.    ByR.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  VV.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3.«.  per  Volume. 

I    Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 

;   Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 

1   Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    .    Chimney 

Corner. 
I   Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Selections. 
I  Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
!  Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflectlons« 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius  i 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Bovle. 
Savage  Life.    Bv  Frederick  Boylk. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  !is.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-VVartegg.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
Woi'ld  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  ByE.P.  Hingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in   the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge.  1 

Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte.   | 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle's.  By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced  !    By  Somerville  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Y/ife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

TuLiAN  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Hovel.   T.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom  I     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.    By  Justin  II.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  MPvid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.    By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 
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MY    LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  ha  If- Roxburgh  e,  2*.  Gil.  each 
Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.    I    Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Reade. 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor.  Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin.  |    The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb, 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37  Illusts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson,  RI.A. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  lS:c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed.  E.  Ollikr. 
White's  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Richard  Brinsllv  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  T.  Larwood. 
Thomson's  Seasons.    Illustrated. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Library  Editions  of  Novels  by 
crown  8vo,  cloth 
By  F.  M.  AlitiEIV. 
The  Green  Bird. 

By  GRANT  Al^CEIV. 


THE  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  3s.  Gtl.  each. 

By  ^VII.ItlE    €:OI.t,IIVS, 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Philistia. 
Babylon 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 

Dumaresq's  Daughter. 
By  EB>WIi^  L..  ABJVOfiD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AL.AIV  ST.  AUBYIV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARINO  OOUL.I>. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Ceiia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thclema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  f;rcwn. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WAETEK  BE.SA1VT, 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Dorothy  Forster.     j  The  Holy  Rose. 
Uncle  Jack.  "  -      -  - 

Children  of  Gibeon. 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

By  ROBERT    Bi;*;il-lJ\.%rV 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
The  Martyrdoi-1  of  Madeline. 


I  Armorel  of  Lyon- 

esse. 
I  St.  Katherine's  by 
i     the  Tower. 


The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Heir  of  Linne. 


God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Matt. 

By  HAEL.   CAIIVE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
MORT.  &  FRANCES  COJLI.1NS. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholai>. 
Village  Comedy,     j  You  Play  Me  False. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Lav/  and  the  Lady 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves, 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science, 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels, 
The  Evil  Genius. 
i  The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hea,r£s. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 

By  »UTTON  COOK, 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By  :UATT    CBII?!. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  \Vajr.l.D.A:Tl  CY1»EES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AH'iaON.SE    f>A  IJDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By   EKASJIUS    BAW.SON. 
The  Fountain  of  Vouth. 
j  By  JAi^lES  BE  ITIIIEEE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 
I        By  J.  EEITU  BERWENT. 
I  Our  Lady  of  Tears.  (     Circe's  Lovers. 
j  By  niCK   BONO  VAN. 

j   Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  i?Iis.  ANNIE   EB^VARBES, 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  a.  IVIANVIEEE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  1>ERCV   FITZGERAEB, 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIEEON. 
Queen  Cophetua.  I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave? 

Vvet.  by  Sir  BABTEE  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EOWARO  CJABRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovki.s— continued. 

By  €IIAbLe8  GIBBOiV. 
Bobin  Gray.  |  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.    |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By   E.   OJLAl\VIL,l4E. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 
The  Fossicker. 

By  TJWOItlAS  »IAR1>Y. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HAKTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client. 

By  JUr-IAN  IIA^VTBIOKNE. 
Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentln.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

Br  ISAAC   IIEIVBEKSOIV. 
Agatha  Page. 

Bv  ITIis.  AI.FBEB    HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  .lEAx'V  IIVCEI^OW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  K.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  HEIVJtV   liflIV€;St.EY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

By  E.  I.YIVN  l.INTOi\. 
Patricia  Kemball.  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"My  Love!"  I  Sowing  the  Wind, 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENKY    ^V.  I.LCV. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

Bv  JUSTIN    ITIcCAKTHV. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  A«IVES  itIA4JI>OIVEI.r.. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

Kv  ».  CIIBBSTIE  MURBAY. 
Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Hep,rts. 

Goals  of  Fire.  |  A  Madel  Father. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature, 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  .TIUBRAY  &  HEUITIAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

Bv  HU.?IE  NISCET. 
••Bail  Up!" 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  'Novk-ls— continued. 

By  OEOROES   OUNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  ITIis.  OlilPHANT. 
V/hiteladies. 

By  OUIBA. 
H3ld  In  Bondage.     Two  Little  Wooden 


Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlcmaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.   |    Puck. 
FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  I    Signa. 
Princess    JNaprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAIIIES    PAITIV. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted* 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 


Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City, 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     I   Rufflno. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commun  e 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar.   |    Syrlin. 
Guildcroy. 

PAUl^. 


Walter's  Word. 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 


Talk  of  the  ToAvn. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  tha 

Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 


By  E.  €.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  ]  The  Foreigners, 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

By  RICIIAKB  PRYCE. 
Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  CHARI^ES  REA0E. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long, 
Th3  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thiet 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals, 
Hard  Cash.  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.        A  Woman-Hater 
ChristieJohnstone.    A  Simpleton, 
Griffith  Gaunt.  Readiana. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIBBEIili. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party, 
Weird  Stories. 

By  E.  W.  ROBIIVSOIV. 
Women  are  Strange. 
Tha  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CI.ARK.  RUSSEl^Ii. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
Lly  Siiipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAUNBEBS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  DrcamcrSi 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  ANTfllONir  TKOI^I^OPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark.] 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Nov/. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Ky  IVAN  TLU<;E1VIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  NoYc'.ists. 

By  €.  C.  FKASEK-TITTEER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  vSAKAH  TYTEEK. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Buried  Diamonds. 
Tlia  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By   ItlAKiC   TWAIIV. 
The  American  Claimant. 

By..F.  S.  WINTER. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 


The  Piccadilly  (^/6)  Novfls — continued. 
ByKATaaAKtNE  SAUNOEKS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  I.LKE    SlIAKP. 
In   a  Steamer  Chair. 

By  MAWI.EY  S31ABT. 

V/ithout  Love  or  Licence. 

By  K.  A.  STEKIVDAI^E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BEBTHA    THOITIAJi^. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Yiolin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TR0I.]L01»E. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


By  ARTEMUS   ^VAKM. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  El>lTION»  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

By  liAlTIIETON   AIRE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  i?IARV   Al.BKltT. 
Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bt  ITIrs.  AI.E-\AN»EB. 
Maid,  Wife,or  Widow?  i  Valerie's  Fate. 

By  OR  ANT  AEI.EN. 
Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shcm. 
The  Great  Taboo. 

By  AE4N  ST.AUBVN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
By  Rpv.  S.  BARING  GOJJIjJ}. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

Br  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
RySiaEIiSl.E  V  BEAUCMAITII». 
Grantley  Grange. 
By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  Rat'E. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  TrafaiiCar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  ^VAFjTER   BES/%NT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  I  KexT  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then, 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
Ihe  Holy  Rose. 


By  FREBERlCIt  BOITLE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET    IIARTE. 
Flip.  I  Californian  Stories. 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp, 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  IlAROI.I>   BR\TDC!ES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of 

Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  Mew  Abelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


The  Shadow  of  the 

Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

IBy  HAJLt,   CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
Th3  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
By  Mrs.  EOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTKN   CJLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  mm.  ARCHER  CEIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACir^AREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

Bv  C.  AEIj?^TON  COliEIN.^. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COf^EINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy, 
Frances.  |  You  Play  me  false. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  ^yililfclE    COr.JLJEIVS. 

Armadale.  My  Miscellanies. 

After  Dark.  \Yoman  in  White. 

Ho  Name.  The  Moonstone. 

Antonina.  !  Basil.    Man  and  Yifife. 
Hide  and  Seek.         Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Dead  Secret.      The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Queen  of  Hearts.      Jezebel's  Dau.^hter 
Miss  or  Mrs  ?  The  Black  Robe. 

New  Magdalen.         Heart  and  Science. 
The  Frozen  Deep.      "I  Say  No." 
Law  and  the  Lady.    The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Two  Destinies.    Little  Novels. 
Haunted  Hotel.         Legacy  of  Cain. 
A  Rogue's  Life.  Blind  Love. 

By  ITff.  J.  COI.QUMOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   €.  EGBERT   CKAI>I>0<!K. 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  ^VIEIilAM  CYPI.ES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PH01VSE    BAUIJET. 
The  iSvangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAITIES  BE   lTIir.lLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  I^EITil    DEKWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  C'HABIiES   l>li;i£EN*. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    .'  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  I>ICl€   BONO  VAN. 

The  Man-Hunter,     j  Caught  at  Last  I 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

t:ONAN  DOYJiE,  aud  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

By  yiiV^,  ANNIE  EB^FAKBES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Loveil.     , 

By  i^I.  BETHAM-EBWAilBS. 
Felicia.  |  Kitty. 

By  EBWAKB  EGCiEESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERAliB. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.     |  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
AEBANY   BE    FONBEAN^fcUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FBANCIEEON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophctua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.         |  Romances  of  Lav/. 

By  MAROEB  FBEBEBlCIi.. 

Beth's  Brother's  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pref.  by  Sir  BARTIi£  FRERE. 

Panduran^  Hari.  • 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  MAIN  FRISWEEli. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EB^VABB  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CMABIiES   GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      Yzill      the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Grsen. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  ^VIEEIAM  <;;H.BERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By   ERNEST  G1.ANVIL,EE. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 

By  IIENRV.GKEVII.I.E. 
A  Noble  Woman.      |   Kikanor. 

By  jrOIIN  IIABBEBTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANBilE-^V   IIAEI^IBAV. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  B.aiJy  BUFF  US   IIARBY. 
Paul  Wyntcr's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOitlAS  IBARBV. 
Under  the  Greenv/ood  Tree. 
By  J.  BERWlUSt  MARWOOB. 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  jrUEIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  IIEEPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By    HENRY    HERMAN. 
A  Lea/ding  Lady. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEIj   HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 
By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  AJLFREB   HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model,  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGEEOIV. 
Fated  to"  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARIi   ItERSHAlV. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.      |  Passion's  Slaire. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green," 
Bell  Barry, 
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Two-Shilling  Hovevs— continued. 
By  HENRY   KINGSI.EY. 

Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOMN  liEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  liY^NN   t.¥!VTO!V. 

Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew* 

World  Well  Lost.      "My  Love!" 

Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY   ^V.  t.U€Y. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN   McC'ARTSSV. 
A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  A«NES  MACDONEIil.. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    S.  MAC<lUOII>. 

The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  \%\  H.  MAI. LOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE    ITIARKYAT. 
Open !  Sesame !        |  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  .TSASTERITIAN. 
Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRAN5JE22.  ITIATTIIEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN  M!I>»I^EnA'^S. 
Touch  and  Go.        1  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  ITlrs.  ^JOIiES^VORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  .IT.  E.  MlTl>l>OCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 

Bv  ».  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Model  Father.      I  Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Joseph's  Coat.         |  Hearts. 
Coals  of  Fire.  Way  of  the  World. 

Yal  Strange.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

By  lYIUKRAY  and  HER.llAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  HENRY   MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  AtiBCE    O'lIANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.      I  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  Novels— co«h"«Hf^. 

By  CJEORCIES  OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      I  A  Last  Love* 
A  Weird  Gift.  | 

Bv  Mrs.  OlilPHANTi 

Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  l>ath» 

The  Greatest  Heiress  iu  England. 
By  Mrs.  ROBERT  O'RESI.EY. 

Phoebe's  Fortunes. 


By  O 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folie  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Raprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Cora- 


UI1>A. 

Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello, 
A    Yillaga 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Marerama. 
Othmar. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syrlin. 
Ouida's    V/isdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos, 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAUIi. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy, 
Under  One  Roof, 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only, 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family, 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

ClyffardsofClyfTe. 

Foster  Brothers, 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word, 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance, 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

By  C.  I..  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EI>GAR  A.  a»OE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  E.  C.  PRBl'E. 
Yalentina.  I  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 
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Two-Shilling  Novki^s— continued. 

By  CM^KrES   REAI>iE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Christie  Joiinstone. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
liove  Ma  Little,  Love  Ma  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
Singleheart  and  Doublcface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash.  I  A  Simpleton. 

Peg  Wofflngton.  .     I  Readiana. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  A  Woman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.  1  The  Jilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  :nis.  J.  II.  KI»I>KB.L.. 
Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
By  F.  ^V.  R«BIi\SON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAitlE*  KUIVCI19I.AN. 
Skippers  and  ShellbacJis. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CI.AKIv   RUSSEI.C 
Round  the  Galley  Firs. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  BooJi  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
OEORC^E   AUGUSTUS   SAIiA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

Bv  J«HN   »A8JIV»EK.^. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
Kv  KATMABIiVK   J*^  UNI>ir<:P«!«. 
Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  I  Sebastian. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  «E«K«E   R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Balls. 
Tlary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.    |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletcp's  Crime. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

Bv  AKTiaiTK  SKETCIII^EY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  IIAWl.KY'SITIABT. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  \%\  SPEMJIIT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
*  The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.     |  Back  to  Life. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERIVI>A1.E. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  R.  liOUlS   STEVE!V«lOX. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 
BV  BEBTMA   TII©HA«». 
Cressida."  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  IVAtiTER  TIIOKiVEUKY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Retold. 

'i\  ABOl.PiaUS  TB«n.OS»E. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 
By  E.  Ef>EAN«R  TK«I,I.<l>l»E. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anno  Furness.         i  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTfilOIVY  'rROI^I.O«*E. 
Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldiga.ttj, 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TBOWBRIBGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TITRCJENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  JTIARIC   TWAilV. 
A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  €.  (\  FRASEii-TVTr.ER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTf.ER. 
The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disa.ppeai'e.d. 
SaintMungo'sCity.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  I  Blackhaii  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Bsast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueiine. 
By  lUrs.  F.  M.  \VIt.L,IAITISON. 
A  Child  Widow. 

Br  J.  S.  ^VIIVTER. 
Cavalry  Life.       |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  IS.  F.  WOOfO. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard, 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  L,atlY  WOOD. 
Qabina. 

t;EI^IA  PABIiEK  WOOI.1.EY. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology 
By  EI>MUiVS>  YATEJ*. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 

Castav/ay. 
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